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LESS SSSSSLESSSSRRRLES 


My much Honoured, and no 
leſs truely beloved Friend , 


1\1EDW. BENLOWES, 


ESQUIRE. 


My dear Friend, 


12*38333 0% have put the Theorboe into 
p< > my hand, and 1 have played: Tow 
Joe >: gave the Muſician the firſt encou- 
453 $ $ ? $ 3 Tagement 3 the Muſick returneth 
bp: * to you for Patronage, Had it 
Keen 4 1ght Aire, no doubt but it had taken the 
poſt, a;:d amorg them the worſt , but being & 
HErave Strain, my hopes are, that it will pleaſe 
"Phe bet, and among them yyu. Toyiſh Aires 
pleaſe trivial Ears ; they kiſs the Farty , and 
etray its Thy cry, Hail, firft , and after, 
A 2 Cruci- 
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Crucihe : Let Dotrs delight to immerd them- 
ſelves 3n dang, whileft Eagles ſcorn ſo poor a9 
Game as. Flies, Sir, you ; Fats Art and Caii= || © 
our , Let the one judge, let the other excuſe 
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Your moſt affectionate 
Friend _ , - 
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Let not the tender eye check, to 
ſee the alluſion to our bleſſed Sas 
viour figured in theſe Types. In 
Holy Scripture he is ſometimes called a 
Sower ; ſometimes, a Fiſher ; ſometimes, a 
Phyſician : And why not preſented fo as 
| Rf ro the cye as to the car 2 Before the 
nowledge of Letters God was known by 
zeroglphicks. And indeed what are rhe 
Heavens,the Earth, nay, every Creature, but 
Tieroghphicks and Emblems of Its Glory 2? I 
aveno more to ſay, I wiſh thee as much 
leaſure in the Reading, as I had in writing, 
Farcwel REA DER. 


LE? Dag ' # 
1 N Emtleme. is but a ſilent Parable. 


F 


A3 By 


ne back*'d, by Holy Writ led on, 
' $IThou ſhew'ft a way to Heawn by Helicon: 
The Muſes Font is conſecrate by Thee, 
And Poeſje, baptt2/d Drvimity : 6: 
Bleſt Soul that here embark ft 5 Thouſatl'(t apace, 
'Tis bard to ſay, mov'd more byWit or Grace, 
Each Muſe ſo plies her Oar : but O, the Sail 
Is filPd from Heaven with a Drummer Gale : 
When Poets prove Dtvines, why ſbould not 1 
Approve in Verſe this divine Poetr) £ 

Let this ſuffice to licence thee the Preſs : 

I muſt m0 mores; HOY could the Truth ſay leſs, 
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Sic approbavit 
RICH. LOVE 


Procan, Caitalrigrenſis, 


Si 
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Tot Flores QUARLES, quot Paradrſus habct, 
Le@ori bene-male-volo. 


Qi legit.ex Horto hoc Flores, Qui cafpit, uterque 
Jure poreſt V7olas dicere, jure Roſas, 
Non & Parnaſo VIOLA M, Peſtive ROSETO 
Carpir Apollo, magis quz fir amoena, RO SAM. 
Quot Verſus VIOL AS legis; & Quem verba locutum 
Credis, verba dedit : Nam dedirtzlle ROSAS. 
Utque Ego non dicam hec VIOLAS ſuaviſſma; Tute 
Ipſe facis VIO LAS, Livide, fi violas. 
Nam velute VIO LIS fibi ſugit Aranes virus : 
Verris 1at in ſuccos Hazque R OS A Sque tuos, 
Quas violas Muſas, V IO LAS puto, quaſque recuſas 
Dente tua roſas, has, reor, efle AOSAS, 
Sic roſas, facis eſſe ROS AS, dum, Zoile, rodis ; 
Sic facis has V IO LAS, Livide, dum violas. 


Brent-Hall, 1 6 3 4. 
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= 


* 
_ % 


rn 4 \.\\\ I 
£4, CY . 
"2 i. 


To 20 3 Sfft Te AA Ee + <A. Pe ane + AERIAL OBE. nd tet ng" Ag NETS 


= «© 


73. A 
2 i ; > 
"(Por (: hum aftrc wo, Slum d-lvicio 


# © 
"— gd 


4 7; - 
UAE Fincnmsg 


"tot IO pRH7 FI xy TR LY FI PTY 


The Invocation. 


Owze thee, my Soul ; and drein thee from te dra 


MON HER 


Of vulger thoughts : Scrue up the heightned pegs 


Of thy ſublime Theorboe four notes higher, _—_ 
And higher yer, that ſo, the ſhril-mouth'd Quire 
Of ſwift-wing'd Seraphims may come and join, 
And make thy Conſort more than half divine. 
Invoke no Muſe ; Let Heay'n be thine Apollo ; 
And let his ſacred influences hallow 

Thy high-bred ſtrains; Let his full beams inſpire 
Thy raviſh'd brains with more heroick fire : 
Snatch thee a Quil from the ſpread Eagles wing, 
And, like the morning Lark, mount up and fing : 
Caſt off theſe dangling plummets, that ſo clog 
Thy lab'ring heart, which gropes in this dark fog 
Of dungeon earth ; let fleſh and blood forbear 
To ſtop thy flight, till this baſe world appear 

A thin blew Landskip : Let thy pinions foar 

So high a pitch, that men may ſeem no' more 
Than Piſmires, crawling on this Mole-hill earth, 
Thy ear untroubled with their frantick mirth 
Let not the frailty of thy fleſh diſturb 

Thy new-concludzed peace; Let Reaſon curh 

Thy hot mouth'd Paſſion 3 and let heav*ns fire ſeaſon 
The freſh conceirs of thy corre&ed Reaſon. 
Diſdain ro warm thee ar luſts ſmoky fares, 

Scorn, Scorn to feed on thy old bloat defires : 
Come, come, my ſoul, hoſte up thy higher ſails, 


The wind blows fair 3 Shall we ſtill creep like Snails, 


That 


- 


- E mblemes. Book 1; 


Thar glide their wayes with their own Native ſlimes; 
No, we muſt fly like Eagles,. and our Rhimes 
aſt mount to Hedv'n, andyreach th' Olympick Earz 
r Heav'n-blown fire muſt ſeek no other Sphear. 
Thou great Theanthropos, that giv'ſt and ground'ſt 
Th oo in duſt, and from our dunghil crown'ft 
R ing honour, taking by retail, 
What thou haſt giv'n in groſs, from lapſed frail, 
And finfull man ; .that drink'ſt full draughrs, wherein 
Thy-Childrens leprous fingers, ſcurf 'd with fin, 
Have padled; Cleanſe, O-cleanſe my crafty Soul 
From ſecret crimes, and let my thoughts controul 
My thoughts : O, reach me ſtoutly to deny 
My ſelf, that I may be no longerT : 
Enrich my Fancy, clarifhe my thoughts, 
Refine my.droſs 3 O, wink at humane faults 3 
And through the ſlender Condut of my Quil 
Convey thy Current, whoſe clear ſtreams may fill 
The hearts of men with love,their tongues with praiſe : 
Crown me with Glory, take who liſt the Bayes. 
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Ewery man is tempted,” when he is drawi' an ay 
ky his ona. lust axd exteced, ; 
Serpent. . « | MI Evec'!9: 


Serp. Ng: eat ? Not taſte ? Not touch ? Nor caſh an-eye 
, Lipon the fruit of this fair. Tree? And;why2 

Why eat$-chou nor wha: Heav'n ordain'd for food ? 

Or can'ſt thou think that bad which Keay'n call 'd Good ? 

Why was it made if not to be enjoy'd ? = 

Nezle& of favours makes a favour void : 

Bleſimgs unv*©'d, pervert into a Walſt, 

As well as Surfers ; Woman, Do but taſt : 

Sce how the laden boughs make, filent ſuit 

To be enjoy'd 3 Look how their bending fruit 

Meet thee half-way 3 Obſerve but how wry crovch.. - 

To kiſs thy hand ; Coy woman, Do bur rouch : "I 

Mark whart a pure vermilion bluſh has dy'd 

Their ſwelling cheeks, and how for ſhame they hide 

Their palfie heads to ſec themſelves ſtand by 

Nepletted : Woman, Do bur caſt an eye. | 

What bounteous Heav'n ordain'd for uſe, refuſe not ; 

Come, pull and eat : Y' abuſe the thing ye uſe not, 
Eve. Wiſeſt of Beaits, our great Creator did 

Reſerye this Tree, and this alone forbid ; 

The reſt are freely ours, which doubtleſs are 

Aspleafing to the taſt ;, co th eye as fair : 

But touching this his ſtrict commands are ſuch, 

'Tis death ro taſt, no lefs then dearth to touch, 
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6 Emblemes. 
Serp Piſh; Death's a fable : Did not Heav'n inſpire 
our Elements with living Fire: 


Blown from the ſpring of life ? 1s not that breath 
Immortal? Come ; ye are as free fromdeath 
As he that made ye. Can the flames expire 
Which he has kindled ? Can ye quench his fire ? 
Did not the great. Creatours voice proclaim 
What ere he made ( from the blew ſpangled frame 
To the poor leaf that trembles)) very good ? 
Bleſt he not borh the feeder and the Food ? 
Tell, tell ne then, what danger can accrue 
From ſuch bleſt Food, to ſuch half-gods as you ? 
Curb needleſs fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abuſe your fieedome ; Woman take and eat. 
Eve. 'Tis true, we arc ithmortal ; death is yet 
Unborn, -and till Rebellion make ir debt, 
Undue ; I know the fruit is good, until 
Preſumptuous diſobedience make it ill. 
The lips that open to this Fruit's a Portal | 
To letin death and make immortal mortal. 
Serp. You cannot die;come,woman, Taſte,and fear not : 
Eve. Shall Eve tranſprefs ? I dare nor, O TI dare not, 
Serp. Afraid? Why draw'ſt thou back thy tim'rous arm? 
Harm only falls on ſuch as fear a harm. 
Heav'r, knows 2nd fears the virtue of this Tree : 
*Twill make ye perfe& Gods as well as He. 
Stretch forth thy hand, and let thy fondneſſe never 
Fear death : Do, pull, ard eat, and live for ever, 
Eve. "Tis but an Apple 3 and it is as good 
o do, as to defire, Fruir's made for food : 
le pals and taſte, and tempr my Adam roo 
To know the lecrcts of this Dainty. Serp. Do, 
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Book r. 


EHOR 1. 


E mblemes, 7 
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He forced him not : He tanched him not: Only ſaid, Caſt thy 
ſelf down 3 that we may know, that whoſoever obeyeth the 
pevil caſteth himſelf down : for the Devil may ſuggeſt,compet 


he cannot. 
S. BE RN. in Ser, 


It is the Devils part to ſuggeſt : Ours, not to conſent. As oft 
as we reſiſt him, ſo often we overcome him : as often as we 6- 
vercome him, ſo often we bring joy ts the Angels, and glory to 
God ; who propoſeth ns, that we may contend, and aſſifteth urs 
that we may conquer. | 


+ 
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EPIG. 1. 
(nlucky Pzfliattent! wherein ar laſt, _ 
Both Houſes are agreed, and firmly pat 


\n att of death confirm'd by higher P69 wers - 
D had it had but ſack ſucceſs as Onrs ! 


YS 


Emblemes, 


IT. 


JA MES F.: 15. : 


They when ut hath conceived. it tringeth 
forth ſin z and ſh when it 1s finiſhed bring- 
eth forth death, | Ag - 


T 


Ament, lament ; Look, look, what thou haſt doxe 1! 
Lament the world's, Lament thy own eſtate : 
Look, look, by doing how thou art undone 3 
Lament thy fall, lament thy change of State : 
Thy faith is-broken, and thy freedome gone, 
See, ſeetoo ſoon, what thou lament'ſt roo late, 
O thoy that wert ſo many men, nay,all 
Abridg'd in one, how has thy deſp'rate fall 
Deſtroy*d thy unborn ſeed, deſtroy'd thy ſelf withaL 


2 


Uxorious Adam, whom thy Maker made 
Equal to Angels that excel in pow'r, 
What haſt thou done ? O'why haſt thou obey'd 
Thy own deſtru&ion ? Like a new-cropt flower 
"How does the glory of thy beaury fade ! 
How are thy fortunes blaſted in an hour ! 
How art thou cow'd that hadſt the pow 'r to'quel 
The ſpite of new fal'n Angels, baftic Hell, 
And vie with thoſe that ſtood, and vanquiſh thoſe that fell, 


B geo 
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ro. Emblemes Book 1 


$3. | 
See how the world. (whoſe chaſt and pregnant womt 


Of late conceiv'd, and brought forth nothing 111) do, 

Is now degenerated, and become Ww( 
A baſe Adultereſs, whoſe falſe births do fill 47 

. The earth, with Monſters, Monſters that do rome: wW4 


And rape abont, and make a trade to kill : th 

Now. Glutt'ny paunches 5 Luſt begins to ſpawn 3 
Wrath takes revenge; and Avarice apawn 3 

Pale Envy pines, Pride ſwells, and Sloth beginsto yawn, 


4 
The Air that whiſper'd,now begins to rore. 
' - And "bliftring Boreas blows the boyling Tide 3 
The: white mouth'd Water now uſurps the ſhore, 
And ſcorns the pow'r of her tridental guide 3 
The fire now-burns, that didbut warm before, 
And Rulesher ruler with reſtleſs pride : 
Fire; Water, Earth, and Air, thar firft were made | 
To be ſubdu'd,ſee how they now invade; (obeyd 
They ruls whom once they ſery'd, command where onc, 


5 


Behold ; that nakednefs, that late bewray'd 
Thy glory, now's become thy ſhame, thy wonder; 
Behold ; thoſe Trees whoſe various fruits were made 
| For food, now. turn'd a ſhade;to ſhrowd thee under , 
| Behold; that voice (which thou haſt diſobey'd j 
That late was muſick, now affrighrts like thunder : 
Poor man | Are not thy joyntrs grown fore with ſha- 
To-view th' effett of thy bold undertaking, (king 
That 3h one - hour did'{t- marr 'what heav'n fix days was 
| (making tl 
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Book 1. Emblemes. II 
S. AUGUST, lib. 1. delib, arbit. 


It s a moſt juſt puniſhment, that man ſhould loſe that free- 
dom, which man could not uſe, yet had power to heep,if he 
would ; and that he who had knowledge to do, what was 
right, and did not,ſhould be deprived of the knowledge of what 
waright;os that he who would not do rigbteouſly,when he had 
the power,ſhould loſe the power to do it, when he had the Will, 


HUGO de anima. 
They are juſtly 5 _ that abuſe lawful things, but they 
3 


are moſt juſtly puniſhed,that uſe unlawful things : Thus Luci- 
fer fell from- Heaven : thus Adam loſt his P aradiſe. 


| E PIG. 2. 
See how theſe fruirfu] kernils, being caſt 
Upon the earth, how thick they ſpring ! how faſt ! 
A full ear#d crop and thriving , rank and proud ; 


Prepoſt rous man firſt ſow'd, and _ he plough'd, 
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Book T' 
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PROV. 14. 12, 


Even in laughter the heart 1s ſorronful , and 
the end of that mirth 15 heauneſs, 


Si 


Las fond Child, 
How are thy thoughts beguil'd, 
To hope for honey from a neſt of waſps ? 
Thou may it as well 
Go ſeek for eaſe in hell, 
Or ſprightly Nectar from the mouths of aſps., 


2 


The world's a hive, 
From whence rhou canſt derive 
No good, but what thy ſouls veXation brings : 
Pur caſe thou meer 
Some pettt-petti-fweer, 
Each drop is guarded with a thouſand tings. 


3 


Why doſt thou make 
Theſe murm'ring troups forſake 
The ſafe prore&ion of their waxcn homes ? 
This hive contains 
' No ſweet that's worth thy pains 3 
MThere's noching here,alas,bur empry comb2s. 
SDS ;. F2 
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14 Emblemes, Book; 1, 
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For traſh and toyes, 
And griet ingend'ring joyes, 
Whar torment ſeems too ſharp for fleſh and bloud ! 
What bitter pills, 
Compos'd of real ills, 
Man ſwallows down to purchaſe one falſe good ! 


5 


The dainries here, 
Are leaſt what they appear ; 
Though ſweet in hopes, yet in fruition ſowre ; 
The fruit that's yellow, 
Is found not always melloy : 
The faireſt Tulip's nor the ſweeteſt flowre. 


6 


Fond youth give ore, 
And vex thy ſoul no more 
In ſeeking what were better farr unfound; 
Alas ! thy. gains 
Are only prefent pains 
To gather . Scorpions for a future wound. 


7 


Whar's earth ? or in it, 
That longer than a minurt, 
Can lend a free delight that can endure ? 
O who would droy], | 
Or delve in luch a oy], : 
Where gains uncertain and- the pain is ſure ! 


$. AUGUST. 


Trove 


Wh 
And 


| Book 1, E mblemes. 15 


S. AUGUST, 
Sweetneſs in temporal matters #s deceitfall:It is a labour oy 
a perpetual fear; it is dangerous pleaſure, whoſe beginning is 
without providence,and whoſe end is nor without repentance. 


HUGO 
Luxury is an enticing pleaſure, a baſtard mirth,which hath 
honey in her mouth.gall in her heart, and aſting in her tail, 


is” 


| EPIG. 3. 
What, Cpid, are thy ſhafts a!ready made ? 


And ſeeking honey, to ſet up thy trade 
True Embleme of thy ſweets ! Thy Bees do bring 


Honey in their mouths, but in their tails a ſting. 
B 4 
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Quis levior? eui plus ponderi addit anor 
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ly. 


Ps A LM,-62, 9. 


To be laid in the ballanregtt is altogether lighter 
than vanity. | 


I 


PE in another weight : 'Tis yet too light : 
And yer. Fond Cupid, put another tn ; 
And yet another : Still there's under weight : 
Pur in another hund1ed : Put again ; 
Add world to world ; then heap a thouſand more 
To thar,then to renew thy waſted ſtore, 
Take up more worlds on truſt, to draw thy ballance lower, 
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Put in the fleſh with all her loads of pleaſure ; 
Put in great Mammon's endleſs inventory 3 
Put in the Ponderous as of Mighty Ceſar : 
Put in rhe greater weight of Swedens glory 3 
Add Scipio's gauntler ; put in Plato's gown ; 
Pur Circes charmes, put in the triple crown. 
Thy ballance will not draw ; thy«þallance will not down, 


3 
Lordwhat a world is this, which day and night, 
Men ſeck with ſo much toil, with fo much rroublc? 
Which weigi'd inequal ſcales is found ſo lighr, 
So poorly. over-ballanc'd with a.bubble ? 

Good God! That frantick mortals ſhould deſtroy 
Their higher hopes, and place their idle joy 
tſpon ſuch airy craſh, upon (0 light a toy / ah 

Thou 


13 


. 4+ 
Thou bold Tmpoſtor, howhaſt thou befool'd 
The tribe of Man with counterfeit defire! 
How has the breath of thy falſe bellows cool'd 
Heay'ns free. born flames, and kindled baſtard fire ! 
How haſt thou vented droſs inſtead of treaſure. 
And cheated man with thy falſe weights and meaſure, 
Proclaiming bad for good;and gilding death with pleaſure! 


5 


The world's a crafty Strumper moſt affe&ing. 
And cloſely following thoſe that moſt reje& her 3 
But ſeeming careleſs, nicely diſreſpe&ing 
And coyly flying thoſe that moſt affect her : 
If thou be free,ſhe's ſtrange, if ſtrange, ſhe's free ; 
Flee, and ſhee follows ; follow,and ſhee'l flee : 
Than ſhe ther's none more coy,ther's none more fond than 


(ſhe 
6 


O what a Crocodilian world is this, 
Compos'd of treacheries, and enſnaring wiles ! 
She clothes deſtruttion in a formal kils, 
And lodges death in her deceitful ſmiles; 
She hugs the ſoul ſhe hates ; and there does prove 
The veryeſt ryran',where ſhe vows to love, 
And is a Serpent moit, when moſt ſhe ſeems a Dove. 


7 


Thrice happy he, whoſe nobler thoughts deſpiſe 
To make an objedt of fo cafie gains 3 
Thrice happy he who ſcorns ſo poor a prize 
Should be the crown of his heroick pains : 
Tirice happy he, that nere was born to tric 
Her frowns or ſmiles ; or being horn, did lie 
In his ſad nurſes armes an hour or two, aad die, 


® Do AUGLLIST, 


Emblemes. Pook 1, 


w”—_ QF ww 


is 


el 


an 
he 


l, 


Book 1. Fmblemes. 19 
S. AUGUST. lib: Confeſl. 


O you that dote upon this world, for what vitory do ye fight? 
Your hopes can be crowned with no greater reward, than the 
world can give ; and what is the world but a britle thing full 
of dangers, wherein we travel from leſſer to greater perils? 0 
let all her vain,light,and momentany glory perifh with her ſelf, 
and let us be converſant with more eternal things. Alas, this 
world is miſerable ; life is ſhort, and death is ſure. 


EPIG 4. 
My ſoul, whar's lighter, than a feather ? 
Than wind ? The fire. And what,than fire ? The mind, 
What's lighter,than the mind ? A thought. Than thought? 
This bubble world, What, than this bubble? Nought., 


Emblemes, 
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Book | F+ - -Emblemes, 


v. 
1 Cos.'. 37. 
The faſhion of this World paleth aiiy.. 


Jone are thoſe golden dayes, wherein 
(om Conſcience ſtarred notar vely fin: - 
When good old Saturn's peaceful Throne 
Was unufurped by his beardleſs Son : 
When jealous Ops ne'r fear'd rth* abuſe 
Of her Chaſte hed, or breach of nuptial Trace-3 
When juſt 4ſtr.va pois'd her'Scales 
In mortal hearts, whoſe abſenceearth bewail's : 
When froth-horn Venus and her brat, 
With all that ſpurious brood Young Fove begat, 
In horrid ſhapes were yet unknown 
Thoſe Halcyon dayes, that golden age is gone. 
There was no Client then to wait 
The leifure of this long tayl'd Advocate ; 
The Talion Law was in requeſt, 
And Chanc'ry Courts were kept in ev'ry breſt: 
- Abuſed Statutes had no Tenters, 
And men could deal ſecure without indentures * 
There was no peeping-hole to clear 
The wittals eye from his incarnate fear ; 
There were no luſtful Cinders then 
To broil the Carbonado'd hearts of men : 
The rofie cheek did then proclaim 
A ſhame of Guilt, but nor a guilr of ſhame: 
There was no whining ſoul to ſtart 
At Cuprd's twang, or curſe his flaming dart ; 


38 Emblemes, \ Book I, 


The Boy had then bur callow wings, 
And fell Erynni« Scorpions had no ſtings : 
The betrer-a&ed world did move 
Lpon the fixed poles of Truth and Love. 
Love efſenc'd in the hearts of men ! 
Then Reaſon frul'd, there was no Paſſion then ; 
Till Luſt and rage began to enter, 
Love the Circumference was, and love the Center 
Until the wanton days of Fove. 
The fimple world was. all compos'd of Love ; 
But Fove grew fleſhly, falſe, unjuſt ; 
Inferiour beauty fil'd his yeins with luſt 3 
And. Cucquean' Fan's fury hurld 
Fierce balls of rape into th'inceſtuous world : 
Aftrea fled, and love tetiirn'd 
From earth, earth boyl''d with luſt, with rage ic burn' : 
An | ever ſince the world hath been *_ . 
Kept going with the ſcourge of Luſt and Spleen, 
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ur to vice, whichalways putteth the affeti- 


Luft is a ſharp | 
bp. 
HUGO, 


ons into a falſega 


Luſt is an immoderate wantonneſs of the fleſh,a ſweet poy- 
ſon, a cruel peftilence ;, a pernitious poyſon, which weakneth 


the body of man, and effeminateth the ſtrength of an heroick 
mind. 


S. AUGUST. : 
Envy is the hatred of anothers Joby : inreſpe#t of Superi- 
ours, becauſe they are not equalto them; in reſpe# of Inferi- 


ours,leſt he ſhould be equal to them;in reſpe# of equals,becauſe 


they are equal tothem : Through envy proceeded the fall of 
1: the world, and death of Chriſt. 


df 


EPIG. 4. 
wht, Cupid , muſt the world be laſt::4 fo ſoon ? 
But made at morning, and he whipt at noon ? 


Tis like the wage, that plays with Ven Doves, 
OS, | The more tis laſh'd, the more perverſe it proves, 


Emblemec, 


'VI. 
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VI, 


ECCLES, 2, 17, 


All is vanity and Vexation of Spirit, 


[| 


po» is the anxious ſoul of man befool'd 
In his defire, 

That thinks an Hed&tve feaver may be cool'd 
In flames of fire, 

Or hopes to rake full heaps of burniſh'd gold 
Ftom naſty mire ! 

A whining Lover may as well requeſt 
A (cornful breaſt 


To melt in gentle tears, as woo the world for reſt, 


2 


Let wit, and all her ſtudied plots effe&t 
The beſt they can 3 

Let (miling Fortune proſper and perfect 
What wit began , 

Let earth adviſe with both, and ſo project 

| A happy man 

Let wit or fawning Fortune vie their beſt ; 
| He may be bleſt 


With all thar carth can give : but earth can give noreſt. 
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Whoſe gold is double with a careful hand, 
His cares are double ; 
The Pleaſure, Honour, Wealth of Sea and Land 
- Bringbuta trouble ; 
The World it (elf, and all the Worlds command, 
Is but a bubble, 
The ſtrong defires of mans inſatiate breaſt 
May ſtand poſleſt : 
Of all tliar Earth can give; but earth can give no reſt. 


4» 
The World's a ſeeming Par*diſe, but her own 
And man's tormentor 3 
A ppearing fix'd, yet hut a rolling ſtone 
Withour a tenter 3 
It is a vaſt Circumference, where none 
Can find a Center. 
Of more than Earth, can Earth make none poſleſt 3 
And he that leaſt 
Regards this reſtleſs World, ſhall in this world find reſt. + 


5. 


True reſt confiſts not in the oft revying 
Of worldly drofs ; 
Earth's miry purchaſe is not worth the buying 3 
Her gain is loſs 
Her reſt but giddy toil, if not relying 
Upon her crols. 
How worldlings droyl for trouble ! That fond breaſt 
That is poſſel(s'd 
Of Earth without a croſs has Earth without a reſt. 


C ASS, 


Book 1, Emblemes, 27 


CASS. in PC, | 
The Croſs is the mvincible ſanftuary of the humble : The de- 
jetion of the proud, the victoty of Chriſt, the deſtruction of 


the devil, the confirmation of the faithful. the death of the un- 
believer, the life of the juſt. 


DAMASCEN. 

The Croſs of Chriſt is the bey of Paradiſe : the weak many 
Raff : the Converts convoy : the upright mans perfection : the 
ſoul and bodies health: the prevention of all 2vil, and the precu- 

rer of all good. | 
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Worldlings, whoſe whimpering folly holds the Tefes 
Of honour, pleaſure, health, and wealth ſuch croſles, 
' Look here,and rell me, what your Arms engroſs : 
When the beſt end of what ye hugg's a croſs, 
| C 2 
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VII. 
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VII. 


r, PEW IK 


Be ſober, be vigilant, b: cauſe ycur Aaverſary 
the Dewil as a roaring L1tn walketh about 
[ eektng whom he may devour, 


I 


\ } Hy doſt thou ſuffer luſtful ſloth to creep, 
Dull Cyprian Lad into thy wanton brows 2 
Is this a time to pay thine idle vowes 
At Morpheus ſhrine 2 Is this a time to ſteep 
Thy brains in waſteful ſlumbers? up and rouze 
Thy leaden ſpirit : Is this a time to ſleep £ 
Adjourn thy ſanguine dreams : awake, ariſe, 
Call in thy thoughts 3 and ler them all adviſe, | 
Had'it thon, as many heads, as thou haſt wounded eyes, 


z 


Look, Look, what horrid furies do await 
Thy flatt'ring ſlumbers ! if thy drowzy head 
But chance to nod, thou fall it into a bed 
Of ſulph'rous flames, whoſe torments want'x date. 
Fond boy, be wiſe, let not thy thoughts hefed 
With Phrygian wiſdome ; fools are wite too late: - 
Beware betimes, and let thy reaſon ſever 
Thoſe gares which paſſion clos'd ; wake now or never: 
For it thou nodd'it thou fall 'fls, and falling fall'ſt for ever, 


C 3 Mark 


3, 


Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare : 
. His how is bent, and he hath notch'd hls dart ; 

He aims, he levels at thy flumb ring heart : 
The wound is poſting, O he wiſe, be ware. 

What 2 has thie voice of danger loſt the arr 
To raiſe the ſpirit of negletted care ? 

well, ſleep thy fill, and take thy ſotr repoſes. 

But know withall ſweet taſtes have lowr cloſes; 
And he repents in thorns, thar ſleeps in beds of roſes, 
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Yet ſluggard, wake, and gull thy Soul no more 
Wirth earth's falſe pleaſure, and the worlds delight, 
Whofe fruir is fair, and pleafing to the fight, 

| = But ſowr in taſte, falſe as the putrrid core : 

Thy flaring glaſs is gems at her half light, 

She makes thee ſeeming rich, hut truly poor : 
She boaſts a kernel, and heſtows a ſhell; 
Performs an inch of her fair promis d ell : 

Her words proteſt a Heaven ; her works produce an hell. 


L 


O thou the fountain of whoſe better part, 
Is earth'd and pravell'd-up with vain defire : 
| That daily wallow'ſt in the fleſhly mire 
P*. And baſe pollution of a luſtfull heart, 
| That feel'ſt no pailion, bur in wanton fire, 
And ownſt no torment bur in Cupi,”s dart ; 
Behold thy Type - Thou fitr'ſt upon this ball 
þ - Ofcarth, ſecure, while death that tlings at all, 
= Stands arm'd to ſtrike thee down, where flamgs attend thy 
: (fall, 
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S, BERN. 


Security 1s no where : neither in Heaven nor 1n Paradiſe , 
much leſs in the World : in heaven the Angels fel from —_— 
vine preſence 3 in Paradiſe, Adam fell from his place of Þ c4- 
ſure; in the world, Fudas fell from the School of our Saviour 


HUGO. 


Teat ſecure, I drink ſecure, Fſleep ſecure, even as though I 
had paſt the day of death,ausided the day of j #dgement and e- 
ſcaped the torments of hell-fire : Iplay and laugh, as though T 
were already trinmphing in the Kingdome of Heaven, 


- 


E PIG. 7. 


Get up, my Soul ; Redeem thy ſlaviſh eyes 
rom dro wZy bondage : O beware; be wiſe : 
Thy Fo's before thee ; thou muſt fight or fly : 
Life lyes moſt open in a cloſed eye, 
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VIII. 
LUKE 6, 35. 


Woe be to you that Iaugh now, for ye ſball mourn 
and erp. 


'F He world's a popular diſeaſe, that reigns 
Within the froward heart and frantick brains 

Of poor diſtemper'd mortals oft arifing. 

From ill digeſtion, through th' unequal poifing 

Of ill-weigh'd Elements, whoſe light dire 

Malignarc humouts to malign effedts - 

One raves and Iabours with a boyling hver; 

Rends hair by handfuls, curſing Cupids quiyer : 

Another with a bloody- flux of oaths 

Vows deep revenge : one dotes : the other loaths: 

One frisks and fings, and vies a flagon more 

To drench dry cares, and make the Welkin rore : 
Another droops ; the Sun-ſhine makes him ſad 3 

Heay*n cannot pleaſe : One*s mop'd ; the tother's mad: 
One huggs his gold 3 another lets it fly : 

He knowing not for whom ; nor tother why. 
One ſpends his day inplots, hisnightin play 
Another ſleeps and ſlugs both night and day : 
One laughs at this thing z tother cries for that : 
Butneither one nor tother knows for what. 
Wonder of wonders ! What we ought Yevite : 
As onr diſeaſe, we hug as our delight : 

"Tis held a ſymprome of approaching danger, 
When diſacquainted Senſe becomes a Stranger, 
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And rakes no knowledye of an old diſeaſe 
Burt when a noiſome grief begins to pleaſe 

The unreſiſting ſenſe, it is.a fear 

That death has parli'd, and compounded there : 
As when the dreadful Thund'rers awful hand 
Poures forth a vial on th* infefted land, 

At firſt th' affrighted Mortals quake and fear ; 
And every noiſe is thought the Thunderer : 
But when the frequent ſovl-departing bell 

Has pav'd their ears with her familiar knel, 

It is reputed, but a nine dayes wonder, 

They neither fear the Thand'rer nor his Thunder : 
So when the world (a worſe diſeaſe) began 

To ſmart for fin, poor new created Man 
Could ſeek for ſhelter, and his gen*%ous Son 
Knew by his wages, what his hands had dane : 
But bold-fac'd Mortals in our bluſhleſs rites 
Can ſing and ſmile and make a ſport of crimes, 
Tranſgreſs of cuſtome, and rebel in eaſe ; 

we falſe-joy'd-fools can triumph in diſeaſe, 
And (as the careleſs Pilgrim, being bir 

By the Tarantula, begins a fit 

Of life concluding laughter ) waſte our breath 


In laviſh pleaſure,till we laugh to death. 
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Book. I. E nkjemes. 35 
HUGO. de-anima, 


What profit 1s there in vain-glory, moment any mirth, the 
worlds power the fleſhes pleaſuve, full riches,noble deſcent, and 
| great deſires ? Where is their laughter ? where is their mitth! 
Where their inſolence 2? their arrogance ? From how much 10y to 
how much ſadneſs ! After how much mirth, how much miſery! 
From how great glory are they fallen, t» how great torments! 
What hath fallen ts'them, may befall thee, becauſe thou art a 
man : Thou art of earth; thou liveſt of earth ; thou ſhalt re- 
tarn to earth, Death expefFeth thee every where ; be wiſe 
therefore, and exped death every where. 


EPIG. 8. 


What ayls the fool to lIaugh? Does ſomething pleaſe 
His vain conceityg Or is't a meer diſeaſe 2? 
Fool,giggle on,afld waſte thy wanton breath ; 

Thy morning langhter breeds an ey'ning deatis ; 
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I X. 
1. JoHN 2.17. 
The World paſſeth away and all the. Iuſts theredf, 


T 


er 


Raw near, brave Sparks, whoſe Spirits ſcorn to light 
Your hallow'd tapers, but at Honours flame ; 
You, whoſe heroick a&ions take delight 
To varniſh over a new-painted name; 
Whoſe high-bred thoughts diſdain to take their flight, 
But on th'Icarian wings of babbling fame ; 
Behold how tott*ring are your high-builr ſtories 
Ofearth, whereen you truſt the groundwork of your glories, 


2 


And you more brain-fick Lovers, that can priſe 

A wanton {mile before eternal Joyes ; 
That know no heay*n, but in your Miſtriſs eyes ; 

That feel no pleaſure, but what ſenſe enjoyes £ 
That can like crown-diſtemper'd fools deſpiſe 

True riches, and like babies whine for toyes : 

Think ye the Pageants of your hopes are able 

To ſtand ſecure on earth, when earth it ſelf 's unſtable ? 


3 


Come dung-hill Worldlings, you that root like {wine, 
And caſt up golden trenches, where ye come: 
Whoſe onely pleaſure is to undermine, 
And view the (ccrets of your mothers womb : 
Come bring your Saint pouch'd in his leather ſhrine; 
And ſummon all your griping Angels home ; 
Behold your World, S bank of all your ftore 
The world ye ſo admire, the world ye (o adore. 
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A feeble world whoſe hot-mouth'd pleaſures tire 
Before the race; before the ſtarr, retrait ; 

A faithleſs world, whoſe falſe delights expire 
Before the term of half their promis'd date : 

A fickle World, not worth the leaſt deſire, 
where ev'ry chance proclaims a change of Stare 2 

A feeble, faithleſs, fickle world, wherein 
Fach motion proves a vice : andev'ry a& a fin, 


L 


The beauty, that of late was in her flowre, 

Is.now a ruin, not to raiſe a luſt ; 
He that was lately drench'd in Danaes ſhower, 

Is maſter now of neither pold nor truſt , 
Whoſe honour Jate was mann d with Ptincely power, 

His glory now lies buricd in the duſt ; 

O who would ttuſt this world, or prize what's in it, 

That gives and take$,aud chops and changes ev'ry minute! 


| 6. 

Nor length of dayes por ſolid ſtrength of brain, 

Can find a place wherein to reſt ſecure ; 
The World is various, and the Earth is vain : 

There's nothing certain here, there's nothing ſure 
we tradpe, we travel, bur from painto pain, 
And what'$our only prief 's our only cure : 

The world's a torment ; he that would endeavour 

,. To find the way to reſt muſt ſeek the way to leave her, 
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S. GREG. in ho, | 
Behold the world is withered in it ſelf, yet flouriſheth in our 


hearts; every where death, every where grief,every where de- 
folationz On every ſide we are ſmitten; onevery ſide filled with 
bitterneſs, and yet with the blind mind of carnal defore we love 
her bitterneſs: It flieth,and we follow it; it falleth,yet we flick 
to it: And becauſe we cannot enjoy it fallen,we fall with it and 
enjoy it," fallen, 
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EPTSE. 9.. 
If Fortune fail, or envious Time bur ſpur, 
The world turns round, and with the world we turn : 
When Fortune ſees, and Lynx ey'd Time 1s blind, 
Vie truſtthy joves, O world till chen, the wind. 
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X. 
JoHN 8, 44, 


re are of y:ur father the devil, aid the lujis of 
Jour father ye will do, 


[F< your right ground : wag gently o're this black 3 
« Tis a ſhort caſt 3 y'are quickly at the jack. 
Rub, rub an inch or two ; two crowns to one 

On this bowls ſide-; blow wind, *ris fairly thrown : 
The next bowl's worſe that comes, come bowl away 3 

Mammon, you know the ground untutor'd, play 
Your laſt was gone, a yard of ſtrength well ſpar'd, 

Had touch'd the block; your hand is ſtill roo hard, 
B rave paſtime, Readers, to conſume that day, 

Which without paſtime flies too ſwift away ! 
Seehdw they labour 3 as if day and night 

Were both too ſhort ro ſerve their looſe delight ? 
See how rheir curved bodies wreath, and skrue 

Such antick ſhapes as Proteus never knew : 

One rapps an oath, anorher deals a curſe ; 

He never better bowP'd; thisnever worſe : 
One rubs his itchleſs elbow, ſhrugs and laughs, 

The rorher bends his beetle-brows, and chafes : 
Sometimes they whoop, ſometimes their Srygian cries 
Send their black Samo's to the bluſhing skies : 

Thus mingling humours ina mad confuſion, 
They make bad Premiſes, and worſe concluſjon : 


' Eur where's che Palm that Fortunes hand allowes 


To bleis the victors honourable brows ? 


D Come, 


=r 
© Come, Reader, come ; Ile light thine eye the way 
To view the prize, the while the Gameſters play : 
Cloſe by the jack, behold, gill fortune ſtands 
To wave the game , ſce in her partial hands 
The glorious gariand's held in open ſhow, 
To chear the Lads, and crown the conq'rors brow. 
The world's the jack; the gameſters thar contend, 
Are Cupid, Mammon : that judicious Friend, 
That gives the ground, is Satan : and the bowls 
Are finful Thoughts ; the Prize, a crown for Fools. 
Who hreaths that bowls not ? what bold tongue can ſay 
Withqur a bluſh, he hath not bowl'd to day 2? 
Ic is the trade of man, and every finner 
Has plaid his rubbers : Every Soul's a winner. 
The vuſgar Proverh's croſt,He hatdly can 
Bea good Bowler and an honeſt man. 
Good God'turn thou my Brazil thoughts anew ; 
New ſole my bowls, and make their bias true : 
T1 ceafe to game, till fairer pround be given. 
Nor wiſh to win,until the mark be Heaven. 


S, BERN. 
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S. BERNA RD. lib. de Confid. 


0 you Sons of Adam, you covetous generation, what have ye 
to do with earthly riches, which are neither true, nor yours 2 
Gold and Stluer are real earth, red and white, which the on- 
ly errour of man makes, or rather reputes,precious : In ſhort, 
if they be yours,carry them with you. 
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S, HIERON. nm Ep. 
0 Luſt,thou infernal fire, whoſe fuel is gluttony ;, whoſe flame 
is pride; whoſe ſparhles are wanton words ; whoſe ſmoke is 
infamy ; whoſe aſhes are uncleanneſs z whoſe end 1s hell, 


EPIG. 3 


» | Mammon well followed : Capid bravely led; 

Both Touchers ; equal Fortune makes a dead : 

No reed can meaſure where the conqueſt lies 
Take my advice 3 compound, and ſhare the Prize ; 
D 2 
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XI, 
EPHES, 2.2. 


Ye walted according to the courſe of this world, 
according to the Prince of the air. 


q - 


Whither will this mad brain world at Taft 
Bedriv'n;- where will her reſtleſs wheels arrive 
Why hurries on her il|-match'd pair fo faſt ? 
O whither mean. her furious groom to drive ? 
What will her rambling firs be never paſt ? 
For ever ranging ? never once retrive ? 
w1ll Earths perperual progreſs ne'r expire ? 
Her Team continuing in their freſh careir, 
And yet they never reſt, and yer they never tire. 
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Sos hor-mouth'd Steeds, whoſe noſtrils vomit flame, 
And brazen lungs belch forth quoridian fire, = 
Their twelve hours taske perform'd- grow ſtiff and lathe, 
And their immortal ſpirits faint and tire: 
At th' azare mountains foot their labours claim 
The priviledge of reſt where they retire. 
To quench their burning fetlocks and go ficep 
Their flaming noſtrils in the weſtern. deep, 
And freſh their tired ſouls with ſtrength reſtoring ſleep, 


D 3 | But 
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But theſe prodigious hackneys, baſcly got 
'Twixt men and dev ils, made for race nor flighr, 
Can drag the idle world, cxpetting not 
The bed of reſt, but travel with delight ; 
Who never weighing way nor weather, trot 
Through duſt and dirt, and droil both night and day ; 
Thus droil theſe fiends incarnate, whole free pains 
Are fed with dropſies and venercal bhlains. 
No need to uſe the whip ; bur ſtrength to rule the rains, 
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Poor captive world ! How has thy !:ghtneſs given 
A juſt occaſion to thy foes illuſion ? 
O, how art thou betray 'd, thus fairly driven 
In feeming triumph to thy own confufion ? 
How 1s thy empty Liniverle bereaven 
Of all true joyes, by one falſe joyes deluſion ? 
SoT have ſeen an unblown virgin fed 
With ſugar'd\words ſo full, that ſhe is led 
A fair attended Bride to a faile Bankrupts bcd, 
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Pull gracious Lord ; Let not thine Arm forſake 
The world impounded in her own devices : 
Think of that pleaſure that rhou once dia'it take 
Amongſt the Lijllies and ſweer Beds of ſpices, 
Hale ſtrongly, thou whoſe hand has pow'r to {lack 
The ſwift-faot fury of ten thouſand vices : 
Let not thy duſt-devouring Dragon boaſt, 
His craft has won what Jutda's Lion loſt ; 
Remember what 1s carv'd ; recount the price ut coſt, 


ISIDOR 
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ISIDOR. lib, r. De ſummo bono, 


By how much the nearer Satan percerveth the world to an 
end, by ſo much the more fiercely he sroubleth it with perſecu- 
ton; that _ himſelf is to be damned, he may get com- 
pany in his damnation. 


CYPRIAN, in Ep. 


Broad and ſpacious is the road to infernal life : there are 
enticements and death-bringing pleaſures. There the Devil 
flattereth: that he may decerve ; ſmileth that he may endas» 
mage's allureth that he:-may deſtroy, 


EPIG. 11. 
Nay ſofc and fair, 200d world ; poſt not too faſt ; 
Thy journies ead require, not halfthis haſt. 
Unleſs char arm thou ſo diſdain'ſt, reprives thee, 
Alas thou needs muſt go : the devil driyes thee, 
D 4 
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IS4A1iAH, 66 £1. 
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re may ſack. ut wot be [itisftea w.th the breall 
- 4 . P R © Py 
of her coiſulation, 
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W/ Har never fill'd ? Be thy lips skrew'd fo faſt Chee : 
Toth' earths full breaſt?for ſhame, for ſhame unteiſe 

Thou rak'ſta ſurfet where thou ſhould'ſt bur taſte, 

And mak'ſttoo much not half enough to pleale ri1ce, 
Ah, Fool, forbear ; thou ſ\walloweſt at one breath 
Both food and poiſon down 3 thon draw'ſt both milk and 
(death. 
2 


The ub'rous breafts, when fairly drawn, repaſt 
The thriving infant with her milkic floud, 
Bur being overſtrain'/, return ar laſt | 
' Unwholſome gulps compos'd of wind and bloud, 
A mod'rate uſe does both repaſt and pleaſe; 
Who ſtrains beyond a mean draws in and gulps,dileale. 


3 


But, O that mean, whoſe good the leaſt abuſe 
Makes bad, is too too hard'to be directcd : 
Can thorns bring grapes, or Crabs a pleaſing juice ? 
There's nothing wholeſome, where the whole's infected, 
Unſeiſe thy lips : Earth's milk's a rip'ned core 
That drops from her diſeaſe, that matters from harfion, - 
u 
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Think®ſt thou that paunch, that burlyes our thy coar, 
Is thriving fat 3 or fleſh, that ſeems ſo brawny ? 

Thy paunch is dropfied and thy cheeks are bloat ; 
Thy lips are white, and thy complexion rawny ; 


WY Skin's a bladder blown with watry tumors z 
Thy fleſh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humours, 


5 


And thou whoſe thriveleſs hands, are ever ſtraining 
Earths fluent breaſts into an empty ſieve, 
That alwayes haſt, yet alwayes art complaining, 
And whin'ſt for more than earth has power to give ; 
Whole treaſure flows and flees away as faſt; 
Thar ever haſt, and haſt, yet haſt nor whar thou haſt : 


6 


o chooſe a ſubſtance, Fool, that will remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking meaſure 
Orelſe go ſeek an urn that will retain 
The liquid body of thy ſlipp'ry treaſure : 
Alas, how poorly are thy-lahours crown'd ? 
Thy liquour's never ſweet, nor yet thy veſſel ſound, 


7 


What lefs, than Fool, is Man. to ptog and plor, 
And laviſh out the cream of all his care, 
To gain poor ſeeming goods, which being got, 
Make firm poſleiſton but a thorow fare ; 
Or, if they ſtay, they furrow thoughts the deeper, 
And being kept with care, they !oſe their careful keeper, 


S GREG, 


ef, 
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S, GREG, Hom, 3, ſecund, parte Ezech, 


If we give more to the fleſh than we ought, we nouriſh an e- 
nemy xif we give not to her neceſſity what we ought, we de- 
ſftroy a Citizen : the fleſh is to be ſatisfied ſo far as ſuffices to 
our good , whoſoever alloweth ſo much ro her as to make her 
proud, knoweth not how to be ſatisfied : ta be ſati fied is a 
great art ; left by the ſatiety of the fleſh, we break forth into 
the iniquity of her folly. 

HUGO de anima. 


The heart is a ſmall thing, but deſireth great matters, It is 
not ſufficrent for a Kites dinner,yet the whole world i; not ſuf- 
ficient for it, 


EPIG. 12. 
What makes thee, Fool, ſo fat ? Fool, thee ſo hare ? 
Ye ſuck the (elf-ſame milk, the (elf-ſame air : 
No mean betwixt all paunch, and skin, and bone 2 
The mean's a virtue and the World has none. 
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Damn L_ 


E mblemes, 


XIIT, 


ToHN 3.19, 


Men love darkzeſs rather than light, becauſe 


they deeds are ewil, 


Ord, when we, leave the world and come to Thee, 


How dull, how ſlug are we! 
How backward ! how prepoſterous is the motion 
Of our ungain devotion! 


Our thoughts are Milftones, and our ſouls are lead, 


And our defires are dead : 
Ou yowes are fairly promis'd, faintly paid ; 
Or broken or not made : 
Our better work (if any good ) attends 
Upon our private ends : 
In whoſe performance one poor worldly ſcoff 
| Foils us or beats us ofl, 
If thy ſharp ſcourge find out ſome ſcerer fauſlr, 
Wegrumble or revolt : 
And if thy gentle hand forbear, we ſtray, 
Or idly loſe the way. _ 
Is the road fair ? we 1oy ter : clogg'd with mire? 
we ſtick or elle retire : 
A lamb appears a Lion; and wefear, 
Each buſh we ſee's a bear. 
When our dull ſouls dire& our thoughts to thee, 
The ſoft-pac'd ſnail is nor ſo flow as we : 
Eut at earth we dart our wing'd defire, 
we burn, we burn like fire, 


54. E mL. lemec, 


Like as the am'rous needle joyes to bend 
To her magnerick friend : 
Or as the greedy Lovers eye-balls fly 
At his fair Miſtrifs eye : 
So, ſo we cling to earth ; we tly and putt, 
Yer tlie nor faſt enough, 
If pleaſure becken with her balmy hand, 
Her beck's a ſtrong command : 
Tf honour call us with a courtly breath , 
An hour's delay is death: 
If profits golden finger'd charms enveigles , 
we clip more ſwift than Eagles : 
Let Auſter weep or bluſt'ring Boreas rore 
Till eyes or lungs be ſore : 
Ler Neptrne ſwell until his dropſy ſides 
Burſt into broken rides : 
Nor threatning Rocks,nor Winds, nor Waves, nor Fire, 
Can curb our fierce defire 
Nor Fire, nor Rocks, can ſtop our furious minds, 
Nor Waves, nor Winds : 
How faſt and fearleſs do our foot ſteps flee ! 
The light-foot Roe-buck's not ſo ſwift,as we. 


$. AUG, 


Book 1. 


Book $f Embtlemes, J 5 


S- AUGUST. ſup. Pal. 64. 


Two ſeveral Lovers built two ſeveral Cities; the love of God 
batldeth a Feruſalem the love of the world -buildeth a Baby- 
lon : Let every one enquire of himſelf what he loveth, and he 
ſhall reſolve himſelf of whence he is a Citizen. | 


S. AUGUST. lib: 3, Confeſl. 


All things are driven by their own weight, and tend ro their 
own center : My weight 1s my love; by that I am driven whi- 
ther ſoever I am driven. 


Ibidem . 


Lord, he loveth thee the leſs,that loveth any thing with thee, | 
which he loveth not for thee. 


EPIG 13. 
Lord, ſcourge my Afs, if ſhe ſhould make no haſt, 
And curb my Stag,if he ſhould fly too faſt : 
Ihe be overſwifr, or ſhe prove idle, 
Let Love lend him a ſpur : Fear, her a bridle, 


UMI 


E mblemes, 


» ” 
E mblemes. 


2 


XIV. 


PSALM, 13,3. 


Lightea mine tes, O Lird, legs 1 ſleep the ſleep 
of death. 


V \ ha ne'r be morning 3 Will that promis'd lighe 
Ne'r break, and clear thoſe clouds of night? 
Sweet Phoſper, bring the day, 
whoſe conqu'ring ray 
May chafe theſe fogs ; Sweet Phoſper, bring the day, 


How long ! how Jong ſhall theſe benighted eyes 
Laneguiſh in ſhades, like feeble flies 

Expetting Spring ? How long ſhall darkneſs ſoyl 
The face of earth, and thus beguile F 

Our ſouls of ſprightful ation? when, when will day 
Begin to dawn, whoſe new-born ray 

May gild the wearher-cocks of our devotion, 
And give our nnfoul'd fouls new motion ? 

Sweet Phyſper, bring the day, 
Thy light. will fray 
Theſe horrid miſts 3 Sweet Phoſper bring the day. 


Lerrhoſe have night thar ſlily love t' immure 
Their cloyſter'd crimes, and fin ſecure 
Let thoſe have night that bluſh to ler men know 
The baſeneſs they ne'r bluſh todo 3 
Ler thoſe have night, that love to have a nap 
4nd loll in Ignorances lap 3 


Let tho'e whoſe eyes like Owls, abhor the liphr, 
Let thoſe have night thar love the night : 
Sweet Phoſper bring the day 3 
How ſad delay 
Afﬀiits dull hopes ? Sweet Phoſper, bring the day. 


Alas ! my light in vain expeQing eyes 
Can fnd no ohje& bur what rife 
From this poor mortal blaze, a dying ſpark 
Ot Vulcan's forge, whoſe flames are dark 
A dangerous, a dull blew burning light, 
As melancholy as the night : 
Here's all the Sunnes thar gliſter in the Sphere 
Of earth : Ah me ! what comfort's here ? 
Sweet Phyoſper, bring the day 3 
Haſte, haſte away 


Heav'ns loyt'ring lamp 3 {weet Phoſper, bring the day. 


Blow, Ignorance : O thou, whoſe idle knee 

Rocks earth into a Lethargy, 
And with thy footy fingers haſt bedighr , 

The worlds fair cheeks, blow, blow thy ſpight 3 
Since thou haſt puft our greater Taper 3 do 

Pufte on, and. out the leſfer roo : 
If e're that breath-ex1led flame return, 

Thou hait not blown, as it will burn : 

Sweet Phyſper bring the day; 
Light will repay 

The wrongs of night : Sweet Phoſper, bring the day. 


S. AUGUST, 
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| Book T. Emblemes. 
S, AUGUST. in Joh, Ser. 19. 


God is all to thee : If thou be hwngr y,he is bread, if thirſty, 
be is water ; If in darkneſs he is light ; If naked, he is a robe 
of immortality, 


ALANUS de conq, nat. 


God is alight that is never darkned ; An unwearied 5 
that cannot die;a fountain alwayes flowing; a garding of life 3 
8 ſeminary of wisdome; a radical beginning of all goodneſs. 


© 4 <=& He) bs 


EPIG. I4-. 
My ſoul, if Ignorance puffe our this light, 
She'l do a favour that intends a (pight : 
Tleems dark a broad ;-but take this light away, 


Thy windows will diſcoyer break a day. 
E 2 


I, 


Emblemes. Book I; 


Emblemes, 


XV. 


KV, 03.03. 


The Devil is com? unto you; having great wrath, 
becauſe he kuoweth that he hath but a ſhort 


ie, 


Ord ! can'ſt thou ſee and ſuffer ? 15 thy hand 
Still bound to th' peace?Shall earths black Monarch 

A full poſleiſion of thy waſted land ? 

©, will thy flumb'ring vengeance never wake, 

Till full-ag'd law-refiſting Cuſtome ſhake 
The pillars of thy right by falſe command 2? 

Unlock thy.clouds, great Thund'ret and come down 5 

Behold whoſe Temples wear thy ſacred Crown 
Redreſs, redreſs our wrongs 3 revenge, revenge thy own, 


See how the bold Liſurper mounts rhe (cat 
Of royal Majeſty ; How overſtrawing 
Perils with Pleaſure, pointing ev'ry threat 
With bugbear death, by rorments over-awing 
Thy frighted ſubjetts ; or by favours drawing 
Their rempred hearts to his unjuſt retreat 3 
Lord can'ſt thou be ſo mild, and he ſo bold ? 
Or can thy flocks be thriving, when the fold 
Is govern'd by a Fox 2 Lord, can'ſt thon ſee and hold ? 
E 3 That 
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3s 
That ſwift-wing d Advocate, that did commer.ce 
Our welcome ſuits before the King of Kings, : 
Thar ſweet Embaſſadour, that hurries hence 
What ayres th? harmonious ſoul or 9):s or ſings, 
See how ſhe flutrers with her idle win:s ; 
Her wings are clipt, and eyes put out by icnſe; 
Senſe conqu'ring Faith is now grown blird and cold, 
And baſely craven'd, that intimes of old 
Did conquer Heay'n itſelf, do what th* Almighty could. 


4 » 


Behold how double fraud does ſcourge and tear 

Aſtraa's wounded fides, plough'd up, and rent 
With knorted cords, whole fury has no car ; 

See how ſhe ſtands a pris'\ner to be fent 

A ſlave into eternal baniſhmenc, 
I know nor whither, O, I know not where - 

Her Patent muſt he cancell'd in diſgrace ; 

* And (weer-hpt Fraud, with her divided face, 

Muſt a& 4ftr.ca's part, muſt cake 4ſtrea's place, 


L 


Faith's pinion*s clipt! And fair Aſtr.ca gone ? 
Quick-ſeeing Faith now blind ? And Fauftice ſee? 

Has Fuſtice now found wings : and as Farth none ? 
What do we here? who would nor-wiſh to be 
Diſlolv'd from earth, and-with Aftr:a flee 

From this blind dungeon to that Sun bright Throne ? 
Lord, is thy Sceprer loft, or laid afide 2? 
Is hell broke looſe, and all her fiends untied ? 

Lord,riſe,and rouze,and rule,and cruſh their furious pride 
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de 
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PETR. RAV: in Matth. 


The Devilis the author of evil, the fountain of wickedneſs, 
the adverſary of the truth, the corrupter of the world, mans 
ns YA enemy 3 he planteth ſnares, diggeth ditches, ſpurreth 
bodies,he goadeth ſouls, he ſuggeſteth thoughts,belcheth anger, 
expoſeth virtues to hatred, mabeth vices beloved,ſoweth errors, 
nouriſheth contention, difturbeth peace,and ſcattereth affeAton- 


MACAR. 
Let us ſuffer with thoſe that ſuffer: and be crucified, with 
thoſe that are crucifred, that we may be glorified with thoſe 
that are glorified. 
SAVANAR, 


If their be no enemy, no fight ; if no fight, no wiory; if 


* novidfory, no crown. 


EPIG. 15. 


My ſoul, fit thou a patient looker on 3 

Judge not the play before the play is done : 

Her plot has many changes : Every day 

Speaks a new Scene ; the laſt a& crowns the Play, 
E 4 
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THE SECOND BOOK. 
I. Wn 


ISAIAH. 50, 11, 


ro» $5at walk in the light of your own fire , ani 
1 the ſparks that ye bare kizdlea, ye ſpall lie 
dorn in ſorrow, 


I 

©, filly Cupid, ſnuffe and trimme 
Thy falſe, thy feeble light, 

And'make her ſelf-conſuming tlames more bright ; 
Methinks ſhe burns roo dim. 
Is this that ſprighely fire, 

Whoſe more than ſacred beams inſpire 
The raviſht hearts of men,and ſo inflame defire ? 


2 
See, Boy, how thy unthrifty blaze 
Conſumes how faſt ſhe wains ; 


She ſpends herſelf, and her, whoſe wealth maintains 
Her weak, her idle rayes, 


Cannot thy luſtful blaſt, 
Which gave it luſtre, make it laſt! (faſt 
/hat heart can long be pleas'd, where pleaſure ſpends ſo 
3 


Go,Wanton, place thy palefac'd light 
Where never breaking day 
Intends to vifit mortals, or diſplay 
Thy ſullen ſhades of night : 
Thy torch will burn more clear 
In nights un-Titan'd Hemiſphere ; 
Heav'as (cornful flames and thine can never co- appear. 
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In vain thy bufie hands addreſs 
Their labour to diſplay 
Thy <eaſfie blaze within the Verge of day ; 
The greater drowns the leſs : 
If Heav ns bright glory ſhine, 
Thy glim'ring ſparks muſt needs reſign ; 
Puff our heav'ns glory then, or heav'n will work out thine, 


L 


Go, Cupids rammiſh Pander, po, 
Whoſe dull, whoſe low defire 
Can find ſufficient warmth from Natures fire, 
Spend borrow d breath, and blow , 
Blow wind made ſtrong with ſpight z 
When thou haſt putt the greater light 
Thy leſſer ſpark may ſhine,and warm the new-made night, 


6 


Deluded mortals, tell me when 
Your daring breath has blown 
Heav'ns Taper our, and you have ſpent your own, 
What fire ſhall warm ye then ? 
Ah fools, perpetual nighr 
Shall haunr your ſouls with Stypian fright, 
Where they ſhall boil in flames, but flames ſhall bring no 


(light, 
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S. AUGUST, 
The ſufficiency of my merit is to know that my merit 1s not 


ſufficient. 
S. GREG. Mor. 25. 
By how much the leſs man ſeeth himſelf, by ſo much the leſs 
he diſpleaſeth himſelf ; and by how much the more be ſeeth the 
light of Grace, by ſo much the more he diſdaineth the light of 
nature. 


2, 


IC, S. GREG. Mor. 
The light of the underſtanding hamility kindleth and pride 
covereth, 
116 
no 
"t, 
| EPIG. 1. 

Thou blow'ſt heav*ns fire, the whil'ſt thou go'ſt about, 

Rebellieus fool, in vain to blow it out : 

Thy folly addes confuſion to thy death 3 
G. 1 Heay'ns fire confounds, when fann'd with Follics breath, 
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11, 
ECCLES, 4. 8. 


There is n0 end of all his labour, neither is his 
eye ſatisfied with riches, 


How our wid'ned arms can over-ſtretch 
Their own dimenſions ! How our hands can reach 

Beyond their diſtance ! How our yielding breaſt 
+ Can ſhrink ro be more full, and full poſſeſt 

Of this inferiour Orb ? Kow earth refin'd 

Can cling to ſordid earth ! How kind to kind ! 
| we gape, we graſp, we gripe, add ſtore to ſtore ; 
Enough requires too much : roo much craves more. 
we charge our ſouls ſo ſore beyond their ſtint, 
That we recoil or burſt : the bufie Mint 
Of our laborious thoughts is ever going, 
And coyning new defires ; defires not knowing 
Where next to pitch, bur like the boundleſs Ocean 
Gain, and gain ground, and grow more ftrong by motion. 
The pale-fac'd Lady of the black ey'd night 
Firſt rips her horned brows with eaſe lighr, 
Whoſe curious train of ſpangled Nimphs artire 
| Her next nights glory with increafing fire ; 
| Each Ev'ning adds more luftre, and adorns 
The growing beauty of her graſping horns : 
She ſucks and draws her brothers golden ſtore 
Until her glutted orb can ſuck no more, 
Ev'n to the Vulture of inſatiate minds 
Still wants, and wanting ſeck, and ſeeking finds 


New 
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New fewel to encreaſe her rav'novs fire, 

The grave is ſooner cloy 'd then mens defire : 
we croſle the *eas, and midſt her waves we burn, 
Tranſporting lifes, perchance that n re return 
we ſack, we ranſack to the utmoſt ſands 

, Of native kingdoms, and of forreign lands ; 

we travel Sea and Soil, we pry, we proul, 

We progreſs, and we prog from pole to pole ; 
We ſpend our mid-day ſwet, our midnight oyl, 
We tire the night in thought, the day in toll : 
We make Art ſervile, and the Trade pentile , 
( Yet both corrupted with ingenious guile ) 

To compaſs earth, and with her empty ſtore 
To fill our arms and graſp one handful more 3 
Thus ſecking reſt, our lahours never ceaſe, 

Bur as our years, onr hot defires increaſe : 


Thus we, poor little Worles ! ' with bloud and ſweat 


In vain attempt to comprehend the great 

Thus, in our gain, become we gainful loſers, 

And what's enclos'd, encloſes the encloſers. 

Now Reader cloſe thy book, and then adviſe : 

Be wiſely-worldly, be not worldly wiſe; 

Let not thy nobler thoughts he alwayes raking - 
The world's baſe dunghil ; vermin's took by taking : 
Take heed thou truſt not the deceitful lap 

Ot wanton Dalilah; The world's a Trap, 
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HUGO de anima. 


Tell me where be thoſe now, that ſo lately loved and hugg'd 
the world ? Nothing remaineth of them but duſt and worms ; 
Obſerve what thoſe men where; what thoſe men are:They were 
like thee 3 they did eat, drink,laugh,and led merry daies; and 
in a moment ſlipt into hel. Here their fleſh is food for worms; 
there their Souls are fewel for fire,till they ſhall be rejoyned in 
an unbappy fellowſhip, and caſt into eternal torments ; where 
they that were once companions in ſtr, ſhall be hereafter part- 
ners in puniſhment. 


EPIG. 2. 


Gripe, Cuprd, and gripe ſtill, until that wind, 
Thar's penrt before, find fecret vent behind : 
And when tlaſt done, hark here, I rel! chee what, 
Before Pl truſt thy-armtul, Il truſt char, 
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E mblemes. 


vn 
Jo B, 18, 8, 


He 1s caſt into a net by his onn ſect, and walk- 
eth upon a ſnare. 


\V's Hat? nets and quiver too ? what need there all 
Thele flie devices to herray poor men ? 
Die they not faſt enough when thouſands fall 
Before thy dart ? whar need theſe engines then ? 
Attend they nor, and anſwer to thy call, 
Like nightly coveys where thou lift and when ? 
Whar needs a ſtracagem where ſtrengrh can ſway ? 
Or whar need ſtrength compel, where none gainlſay ? 
Or what need ſtratagem or ſtrength, where hearts obey ? 


2 


Hvshand thy flights : Tr is but vain to waſte 
Honey on thoſe that will be carch'd with gall : 
Thou canſt nor, ah / thou cant not bid fo faſt 
As men obey : thou art more flowo.call, 
Than they ro come z thou canſt nor inake ſich haſt 
To {trike, as they 1zeing ſtruck mikehoſt ro fall, 
Go fave thy nets for that rehelliovs kart 
That ſcorns thy pow*r, and has 0: tain d\ke art 
T avoid thy riying ſhaft, to quench thy fi'ry cart, 


F Lolt 
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3. 
Loſt mortal, how is thy deſtruRion ſure, 
Between two bawds, and borh wichout remorſe ! 
The on's a Line, the tother isa Lure ; 
This to entice thy ſoul; that. to enforce : 
Way-laid by both, how canſt thou ſtand ſecure ? 
Thar draws ; this wooes thee to th' eternal curſe. 
O charming-Tyrant, how haſtthou befool'd 
And flav'd poor man, that would not if he could 
Avoid thy line, thy lure ; nay could not ifhe would! 


4+ 
Alas, thy ſweet perfidious voice hetrayes 
His wanton ears with thy Syrenian baits; 
Thou wrapſt his eyes in mitts, then boldly layes 
Thy Lethal pins hefore their chryſtal gares 
Thou Jock'ſt up ev'ry ſenſe with thy falſe keys, 
All willing pris'ners to thy cloſe deceits : 
His ear maſtnimble, where it deaf ſhould be, 
H:s eye moſt blind, where moſt it ought ro ſee; (free. 
And when hrs heart's moſt bound, then thinks hintfel{ moſt 


>, 


Thou grand Impoſtor, how haſt rhou obtain'd 
The.wardſhip of the world? Are all men turn'd 
Idtots and Lunaticks 2 Are all retain'd 
enearh thy (ervile bands ? Is none return'd 
To his forpotren ſelf? Has none regain'd 
His ſenles? Are their ſenſes all ad;ourn'd ? 
What none difmiſt thy Court 2 Will no plump fee 
Brive thy falſe fiſts to make a glad decree, 
T' unfool whoga, thou haſt fovi'd,and ict thy pris'ners free! 


— 


S, BE. RN. 


Book 2 
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S. BERN. in Ser, 


In this world is much treachery little truth; here all thirgs* 
are traps; here every thing 1s beſet with ſnares, here ſouls are 
endangered,bodies are afflited ; here ail things are vanity 
and vexation of ſpirit, 


| EPIG. 3. 
Nay, Cupid;pitch thy trammel, where thou pleaſe, 
Thou canſt not fail to take ſuch fiſh as theſe ; 
Thy thriving ſport will ne'r be ſpent : no need 
Toſear, when ev'ry cork's a world, thou'lr ſpecd, 
 Þ'2 
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IV. 


HoSEA 13, 3. 


1 


They ſhall be as the chaff that is driven with a 
whirlwind out of the flor, aid as the ſmcke 


cut of the chimue), 


__ Stoicks, you, whoſe marble eyes 
Contemn a wrinkle, and whoſe ſouls deſpite 
To follow natures too aftefted faſhion, 

Or travel in the Regent.walk of Paſſion 3 

Whole rigid hearts diſdain to ſhrinkat fears, 

Or play at faſt and loole with (miles and tears ; 
Come burſt your ſpleens with laughter to behold 
A new found vanity, which daies of old 

Net knew : a vanity, that has beſet 

The world, and made more flaves than Mahomet : 
That has condemn'd us tothe ſervile yoke 

Of ſlavery and made us ſlaves to fmoke. 

But ſtay ? why tax I thus our modern times, 


For. new-born follies, and for new-horn crimes ? 


Are we ſole guilty, and the firſt Ape free ? 
No, they were {mok'd and flav'd as well as we : 


What's ſweet-lipt Honors blaſt, but ſmoke? Whar's treaſure 


But very ſmoke ? And what more ſmoke than pleaſure? 
Alas ! they are all but ſhadows, fumes, and blaſts ; 


That vaniſhes, this fades, the other waſtes. 
The reſtleſs Merchant, he that loves to ftecp 
His brains in wealth, and laycs his ſoul to ſleep 
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"In bags of Bullion, ſees the immortal crown, 


Ani fain would mount,but Ingors keep him down: 


He brags to day, perchance,and begs ro morrow : 


He lent but now, wants credit now to borrow : 

Blow winds, the treaſure's gone, rhe merchant's broke ; 
Adſlave tofilver's bnt a flave to in:oke, 

Behold the Gloryvying child of fame, 

That from deep wounds ſuck ſuci: a1 honour d name, 
That thinks no purchaſe worth the itile of good; 


” But what 15 ſold for ſwear, and ſeal'd with bloud ; 


That for a pvinr, a blaſt of empty breath, 
Undaunted gazecs in the face of death ; 


&,. Whoſe dear bought bubble, fll'd with vain renown, 


Breaks with a phillop, or a Gen'rals frown : 
His ſtroke-got Honour ſtaggars with a ſtroke ; 
A ſlave to honour is a ſlave to ſmoke, 

And that foud ſoul, which waſtes his idle daycs 
In looſe delights, and ſports about the blaze 
Of Cupra's Candle ; he that daily ſpies 

Twin babies in his Miſtriſs Geminzes, 

Whereto his ſad devotion does impart 


+ The ſweet burnt-offering of a bleeding hcart : 


See, how his wings are findg'd in Cyprian fire, 
Whoſe flames conſume with youth, in age expire : 
The World's a bubble, all the pleaſures in it, 
Like morning vapours vaniſh in a minute : 

The vapours vaniſh, and the bubble's broke ; 

A flave to pleaſure is a flave ro ſmoke. 

Now, Stoick, ceafe thy laughter, and repaſt 

Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as faſt. 
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Capi 
It co 


b 


"Book IF E mblemes. [ -. 


S, HIERON. 


That rich man ts great, who thinketh not himſelf great, be- 
cauſe he is rich: the proud man(who is the poor man )braggeth 
outwardly,but beggeth inwardly : He is blown up but not full, 


PETR. RAV. ; 


Vexation and anguiſh accompany riches and honour : the 
pomp of the world,and the favour of the people are but ſmobe: 
and a blaſt ſuddenly vaniſhing: which if they commonly pleaſe, 
commonly bring repentance, and for a minute of joy, they bring 
ah age of ſorrow, 


EPIG. 4. 

Cupid thy diet's ſtrange : Ir dulls, it rowzes, 

[t cools, it heats, it binds, and th&q it looſes : 
Dull-ſprightly-c#ld-hor fool, if ev'r it winds thee 
7, {\ntoa looſeneſs once, take heed, it binds thee, 
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W:lt = ſet thine ezes upon that which is ;.0t 2 


for riches make themſels es 2 tg) , they flie 
arAy as as Eazle, | 


i world, rhou Iy |t : thou canſt not Iced 
The Icaft delight : 

Thy favours cannor pain a Friend, 

Thev are lo flight 
Thy morning p!leaiures make an end 

To picaic at night : 
Poor are the wants that thou fupply it ; 
And yer thou vaunt'ft, ard vet riou vy ſt 
With heavenzfond earth thou boaſts;faiic world thou 15 Nt. 


2 


Thy babling tonpue tels golden tales 
Of endleſs treaſure 
Thy bounty offers cafie (ales 
Ot laſting plcaſure , 

Thou ask'ſt the Confotence whart ſhe ails, 

*. And ſwear'ſt to calc her : 
There's none can want where thon ſupply'ſt : 
There's none can give where thou deny ft. 
Alas, fond world thou boaſts ; falie world thou iy*ſt, 

Waat 
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| - Ws 1 
* What well adviſeq car regards 
| *hat earth can ſay ? 
Thy words are gol}{, but thy rewards 
4.ce painted clay 3 
Thy cunning can bt pack the cards ; 
Tiou canſt nor play : 
Thy game at weakeſt itil chou vy'ſt 
If feen, and then revy'd, deny'ſt ; 
Thou arr not what thou ſeem'ſt : falſe world, thou lyſt, 


4 . 
Thy tinfil boſome ſeems a mint, 
Of new-coin'd treaſure, 
A Paradiſe, that has no ſtinr, 
No change, no meaſure 3 
A painted cask, but nothing in'r, 
Nor wealth, nor pleaſure : 
Vain earth ! that falſly thus comply'ſt 
Wirth man : Vain man ! that thou rely'ſt 
On earth : Vain man thou dor'ſt : Vain earth thou ly it. 
 3.{ oe 
What mean dull fouls, in this high meaſure 
To haberdaſh 
In earths baſe wares, whoſe greateſt treaſure 
Is droſs and traſh ? 
The height of whoſe inchanting pleaſure 
Is but a flaſh ? 
Are theſe the goods that thou ſupply'ſt 
Us mortals with ? Arc theſe the high'ſt ? 
Can theſe bring cordial peace ? falle world thou ly'it. 
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FE! BLES 


The world is deceitful : Hey end is doubtful Her concluſio® 
is horrible, her Fudge is terrible ; and her puniſhment is in- 
tolerable. 

S. AUGUST. lib: Confeſl, 

The vain glory of this world ts a deceitful ſweetneſs, a fruit- 
leſs labour, a perpetual fear, a dangerous honour : Hey begin- 
ning is without porvidence, and her end not without repentance. 


EPIG. s. 
World, th'art a Tray: or ; thou haſt ſtampr thy baſe 
And chymick metal with great Ceſar's face, 
And with thy haſtard bullion thov haſt barter'd 
For wares of price ; how juſtly drawn and quarter'd ! 


Emblemes, 


VI. 
JoB 15. 31. 


Let not him that is decerved truſt in vanity, for 
vanity ſhall be his recompeiſe. 


Elieve her nor, her glaſs diffuſes 
Falſe | nm : thou canſt eſpie 
No true reflection : She abuſes 
Her miſ{-inform'd beholders eye ; 
Her Chryſtal's falfly ſteel'd : It ſcatters 
Deceirful beams, Believe her nor, ſhe flatrers, 


2 


This flaring mirour repreſents 
No right proportion, hiew or feature : 
Her very looks are complements ; 
They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater : 
The $kilful gloſs of her refle&ion 
But paints the Context of thy courſe complexion, 


3 


Were thy dimenfion but a ſtride, 
Nay wert thou ſtatur'd but a ſpan, 
Such as the long-hill'd troops defi'd, 
Avery frapment of a man 3 
She't make thee Mimas, which ve will, 
The 7ove-ſlain Tyrant, or th' Tonick hill. 
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4 
Had ſurfers, or th' ungraciqus Star 
Conſpir'd to make one common place 
Of all deformities that are 
Within the volume of thy face, 
She'd lend thee favour ſhould out move 
The Troy-bane Hellen, or the Queen of Love, 


| | 5 
Were thy conſum'd eſtate as poor 
As Laxz'rus or affiitted F1b's : 
Shee'l change thy wants to ſceming ſtore, 
And turn thy rags to purple robes ; 
Shee'l make thy hide-bound-tiank appear 
As plump as theirs thar feaſt it all the year. 


6 
Look off, ler nor thy Opticks he 
Abus'd : thou ſect not whar thou ould a3 3 
Thy ſelf's the object thou ſhoutd'it fee, . 
Bur 'tis thy ſhadow thou beho{d'it : 2 
And ſhadows thrive-the more in ſtature, 
The nearer we approach the light of narute, 


be: 7 
Where Heav*ns bright heams took more dire, 
The ſhadow ſhrinks as they grow ſtronger: " 
But when they glance their fair aſpeR, 
The bold-fac'd ſhade grows larger, longer : 
And when their lamp begins to fall, 
Th increaſing ſhadows lengthen moſt of all. 


8 
The ſoul that ſeeks the noonwf grace. 
Shrinks in, bur ſwells if grace retreer; 
As heav'n lifts vp, or venls.hvs face, 
Our {elf-eſteems grow leſs or great. 
The leaft is greateſt,and who ſhall 
Appear the preateſt are the leafi of all. 


HUG 0- 


Ky ok 3. | Emllemes. 8&7 


HUGO lib. de anima. 


3 In vain he lifteth up the eye of his heart to behold his God, 
{<4 who is not firſt rightly adviſed ro behold himſe!f- Firſt thou muſt 
IF ſee the viſible things of thy ſelf, before thau canſt be prepared 
to know the inviſible things of God; for if thou canſt not appre- 
bend the things within thee, thou canſt not comprehend the 
things above thee : the beſt loohing-glaſs, wherein to ſee thy 
God, 1s perfe#ly to ſee thy ſelf. | 


EYJIG 6. 
Be not deceiv'd great Fogl : there is no loſs 
In being ſmall ; great bulks but ſwell with drofs. 
Man is heav'ns Maſter-piece : If it appear 
More great, the yalu's leſs; if els, more dear, 


Eadie” 


V1. 


Book 8; Emblemes, 8 


VIL 
DEu T. 30.19, 


I hate ſet before thee life and death , Leſſing 
and curſiag, therefore chaoſe life, that thou 
and thy ſeed may lie. 


I 


| e world's a Floor, whoſe ſwelling heaps rerain 
The mingled wages of the Ploughmans toil ; 
The -world's a heap, whoſe yet unwinhnowed grain 
Is lodg*d with chaff and buried in her ſoy! ; 
All things areqnixt, the uſeful with the vain ? 
The good with bad, the noble with the vile= 
The World's an ark wherein thing; pureand groſle 
* Preſent their loſle-ful gain, and gainful lofſe - 
Where ev'ry dram of gold contains a-ponnd of droſle, 


& 


This furniſh'd Ark preſents the greedy view 
With all that earch can give, or Heav'n can add 
Here laſting joyes 3 Here pleatyres hourly new, 
And hourly fading, may be-wiſh'd apd had: 
All points of Honour, counterfeit, and-rrue, 
S$alnte thy ſoul, and wealth both good and bad : 
Here 1paiſt thou open wide the two leav'd door 
Of all thy wiſhes to receive that tore 
Which being empty moſt, does ovflpw the more. 
G | 
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Zs 
Come then my ſoul approach this royal Burſe, 
And ſee what wares our great Exchange retains ; 
Come, come ; here's that ſhall make a firm divorce 
Berwixt thy wants and thee. if want complains ; 
No need to fit in council with chy purſe, 
Here's nothing good ſhall coſt more price,than pains; 
But O my (ou! rake heef, if thou rely 
Upon my faithleſs Opricks, thou wilt buy 
Too blind a bargain : know, fools only trade by th' eye. 
4. 
The worldly wiſdome of the foeliſh man 
Is like a freve®thart does alone retain 
The groſſer ſybſtance of rhe worthleſs bran 3 
But thou, my ſoul, let my thy brave thoughts diſdain 
So courle a purchaſe ; © be thou a fan 
To purge the chaff, and. keep a winnow'd grain 3 
Make clean thy t| and dreſs thy mixt defires, 
Thou art Heav'ns tasker ; and thy God requires 
The purcth gf thy floor, as well as of thy fires. 


6 
Let grace condu& thee to the paths of peace, 
And wiſedome bleſs thy ſouls unblemiſh'd waies 
No matter then, how ſhort or long's the leaſe, 
Whoſe date determines thy ſelf-npmbred dayes : 
No need to care, for wealth's or fame's increaſe, 
Nor Mars his Palm, nor high Appollo's Wy . 
Lord, if thy gratious mp pleaſe to fill 
The floor of my deſires, and teach me $kill 
To dreſs and chuſe the corn take thoſe the chafte that will. 


S. AUGUST, 
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S. AUGUST. lib. x. dedoR. Chriſti, 
Temporal things more raviſh in the expeFation than in frui. 
tien : but things eternal more in the fruition than expef ation. 
Ibidem, 


The life of man is the middle between Angels and beafts;if 
man takes pngay in carnal things, heis compared to beaſts, 
but if he delights in ſpiritual things, he 1s ſnted with An- 


Emblemes. 21 


EPIG. 7. 
Artthoua child ? Thou wilt not then be fed, 
Bur like a child, and with the childrens bread z 
But thou art fed with chaff, or corn undreſt : 
My ſoul thou ſavour'ſt too much of the beaſt. 
G 2 
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i, VIIL 
| PHILIP yl tg. 


They mind earthly things, but our converſati- 
01 15 ty Heaven. 


Venus. Div. Cupid. 


Ven, V VE means this peeviſtrbrat? whiſh lullaby, 
What ails my babe? What ails my babe to 


Will nathing ſtill it 2 Will it neither be (cry; 
Pleas'd with the nurſes breaſt, nor mothers knee ? 
What ails my bird ? What moves my froward boy 
To make ach whimp'ring faces ? Peace, my joy : 
Will nothing do? come, come this pettiſh brat, 
Thus cry and brawl, and cannor tell for what 2? 
Come bulſs and friends, my lamb ; whiſh lullaby, 
What ails my babe ? What ails my babe to cry ? 
Peace, peace, my dear 3 alas, thy early years 

Had never faulrs-to merit half theſe rears 3 

Come ſmile'upon me : Let thy mother ſpie 

Thy fathers image in her babies eye : 

Husband theſe guiltleſs drops againſt the rage 
Ofharder fortunes, and the gripes of age 3 

Thine eye's not ripe for tears : whiſh lullaby : 
What ails my bahe, my ſweet fac'd-babe ro cry ? 
Look, look, what's here ! A dainty golden thing : 
See how the dancing bells curn round and ring 

To pleaſe my bantling ! Here's a knack will breed 
An _—_— kiſſes : Here's a knack indeed, 
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So, now my: bird is white, and looks as fair _ 

As Pelops ſhoulder or = milk-white hair : 

Here's right the fathers ſmile ; when Mars beguil'd 
Sick Venus of her heart, juſt thns he ſmil d 


D:;wine Cu p "7" St 


well may they ſmile alike; thy baſe-bred boy 
And his baſe fire had both one cauſe, a toy : 
How well their ſubje&s, and their ſmiles agree ? 
Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mars found thee : 
Falſe Queen of heauty, Queen of falſe delights, 
Thy knee preſents an emblem, that invires 

Man to himſelf, whoſe ſelf tranſported heart 

C Or'r-whelm'd with native ſorrows, and the ſmart 

Of purchas'd priefs ) lies whining night and day, 

Not knowing why, til] heavy-heel'd delay, 

The dull-brow'd:Pander of deſpair,laies by 

His leaden lwuskins, and preſents his eye 

With anrtick erifles which th' indulgent earth 

Makes proper objetts of mans childiſh mirch. 

Theſe be - 9 coin that paſs, the ſweers rhat pleafe; 
There's nothing good, there's nothing great, buttheſe : 
Theſe he the pipes that baſe-born minds dance after, 
And turn immod'rate tears to laviſh laughter 3 

Whilſt Heav'nly raptures paſs without regard ; 

Their ſtrings are harſh, and their high ſtrains unheard : 
The plough mans whiſtle, or the trivial flute 
Find more reſpe& than great Apolo's Jute : 
We'l look to Heav'n, and truſt to higher joyes ; 
Let ſwine love Inesks, and children whinc for royes, 
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. 
S. BE RN. 

That is the true and chief joy, which is not conceived from 
the creature, but received from the creator, ( which being once 
poſſeft thereof ) none can take from thee : whereto all pleaſure 
being compared is torment, all joy is grief, ſweet things are bit- 
ter,all glory is baſeneſs, and all dele#able things are deſpicable 

S. BERN, 
Foy in a changeable ſubje# mnſt neceſſarily change as the 
ſubje# changeth. 
EPIG. 8. 
Peace, childiſh Cupid, peace : thy finger'd eye 
But cries for what, in time, will make thee cry : 
But are thy pecviſh wranglings thus appeas'd ? 
+ Well maiſt thou cry, that art ſo poorly pleas'd, 
G 4 
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ISAIAH. 1o, 3. 


What will you do 17 the day of your wiſitatron ? 
to whom will ye fly for help 8 and where will 


you leave jour glory [ 
I 


ÞÞ this that jolly God, whoſe Cyprian bow 
Has ſhot ſo many flaming darts, 
And made ſo many wounded Beaurics go 
Sadly perpl ex'd with whimp'ring hearts ? 
Is this that Sov” reign Deity that brings 
The ſlaviſh werld in awe, and ſtings (Kings ? 
The blund"ring ſouls of ſwains, and ſtoops rhe hearts of 


2 


What Circean charm, what Hecatean ſpight 
Has thus abus'd the God of Love ? 
Great Zove was vanquiſh'd by his greater might; 
(And who is ſtronger arm'd than Fove ? _) 
Or has our luſtful god perform 'd a rape, 
And ( fearing Argus eyes) would fcape 
The view of jealous earth, in this prodigious ſhape ? 


3 : 
Where be thofe rofie cheeks, that lately ſcorn'd 
The malice of injurious Fares ? 
Ah, where's that pearl percullis that adorn'd 
Thoſe dainty rwo-leay'd Ruby gates ? 
Where be thoſe killing eyes, that ſo control'd 
The world ? And locks thar did infold 
Like kyors of flaming wire, like curles of burniſh'd gold? 
| No, 


"Pp 


. No, no, 'twas neither Hecatzan ſpite, 
' Nor charm below nor pow'r above ; 
"Twas neither Circes ſpell, nor Stygian ſp'rit, 
Thar thus transform'd our god of Love ; 
"Twas owl-ey'd LuſtCmore porent far, than they j 
Whole eyes and ations hare the day: 
Whom all the world obſerve, whom all che world obey, 


L 


See, how the latter Trumpets dreadful blaſt 
Aﬀright ſtout Mars his trembling (on ! 
See, how he ſtartles / how he ſtands agaſt , 
And fcrambles from his melting throne ! 
Hark, how the direful hand of vengeance tears 
, The (welt'ring clouds, whilſt Heav'n appears . 
A circle fill'd with flame, and centred with his fears. 


6, 


This is that day, whoſe oft report hath worn 
_pa—__ rongues of Prophets bare ; 
The faithleſs ſubje& of the worldlings (corn, 
The ſum of men, and Angels we 
This, this, the day, whofe all-diſcerning lighr 
Ranſacks the ſecrer dens of night, 
And ſevers good from bad; true joyes trom falſe delight, 


| 7F- 

You grov'ling worldlings, you whoſe wiſedome trades 

Where light nev'r ſhot his golden rays 
Thar hide your a&ions in Cimmerian ſhades, 

How will your eyes endure this day ? 

Kills will be deaf, and mountains will not hear? 
There be no caves, no corners there, (ſear, 

To fhade your ſouls from fire, ro ſhield your hearrs from 
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HUGO. 

0 the extreme loathſomeneſs of fleſhly Iuft, which not only 
effeminates the mind, but enerves the body, which not enly di- 
ſtaineth the ſoul, but diſguiſeth the perſon! It is uſhered with 
fary and wantomnneſs it is accompanied with filthineſs and un- 
cleanneſs ; and it is followed with grief and repentance. 


| E PIG. 9. 
What ? (weet-fac'd Cupid has thy baſtard treaſure, 
Thy boaſted honours, and thy bold-fac'd pleaſure, 


Perplex'd rhee now 2?T told thee long ago, 
To what they'd bring thee, fool, To wrt, ts wee. 


© ww ,.I,t 


LNMI 


| Book 2, [* 


Emblemes, 


T Book 2. Emblemes. Io l 
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NAHuM32,10O, 


She is empty, and void, and wm afte. 


He's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds, there's nothing there 

Burt noiſe to fill thy car 3 

Thy vain enquiry can at length but fin 
A blaſt of murm'ring wind : 

Itis a cask, that ſeems as full as fair; 
But merely tunn'd with air; 

Fond youth, go build thy hopes on better grounds : 
The ſoul that yamly founds 

Her joyes upon this world,but feeds on empty ſounds. 


2 


She's empry : hark, ſhe ſounds : there's nothing in'r, 
The ſpark ingend'ring flint 
Shall ſooner melt, and hardeſt raunce ſhall firſt 
Diſſolve and quench thy thirſt, 
E re this falſe world ſhall ſtill thy ſtormy breaſt 


With ſmooth fac'd calms of reſt: * |; 


Thou maift as well expe Meridian light 
Erom ſhades of black-mouth'd nighr, 
As inthis empty world to find afull delight, | 


She 
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3. 
She's empty : hark 3 ſhe ſounds : 'tis void and vaſt; 
- What if ſome flatr'ring blaſt 
Of flatuous honour, ſhould perchance be there, 
And whiſper in thine car 2? 
Tr is but wind, and blows, but where it liſt, 
| And vaniſhes like a miſt : 
Poor honour earth can give : What gen'rons mind 
_ Would be fo baſe to bind 
Her Heav'n-bred ſoul a ſlave to ſerve a blaſt of wind ? 


4» 


She's cxapty : hark ; ſhe ſounds : *tis but a ball 
For Fools to play withal : 
The painted film, but of a ſtronger bubble, 
; That's lin'd with filken trouble : 

It is a world, whoſe work and recreation 

Is vanity and vexation 
A Hag, repair'd with vice-complexion paint, 

A queſt-houſe of complaint : 
Ir is a ſaint, a fiend, worſe fiend, when moſt a ſaint, 


Fo 


She's empty : hark 3 fhe ſonnds : 'tis vain and void, 
What's here to be enjoy'd 
Bur grief and fickneſs, and Farge bills of ſorrow, 
Drawn now, and crofs'd to morrow! 
Or what are men, but puffs of dying brearh , 
Reviv'd with living death ? 
Fond lad, O build yy er on furer grounds 
| n what dull fleſh propounds : 
Truſt not this hotlow world,ſhe's empry: far ſhe ſonnds, 
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S. CHRYS. in Ep. ad Heb. 


103 


Contemn riches, and thon ſhalt be rich; contemn glory an# 


thou ſhalt be glorious; contemn injuries, and thou 


alt be a 


conqueror 4 contemn reft, and thou ſhalt gain reft; contermn 


earth, and thou ſhalt find Heaven. 


HUGO lib. de Yanit. mundi, 


The world is a vanity, which affordeth neither beauty to the 
amorous, nor reward to the laborions,nor encouragement to the 


induſtrious, 


EPIG. 10, 


This Houfe is to be let, for life,or years z 
Her Rent 1s ſorrow, and her Income tears : 


Cupid, *t has long ſtood void z her bills make known, 


She muſt be dearly ler, or let alone. 
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XI. 


MATTH. 7, 14. 


\ 


Narrow is the way, that leadeth unto life, aud- 


few there be that find it. 


Repoſt'rous fool: thou troul'ſt amiſs 3 
Thou err'ſt ; thaf*s not the way, 'tis this ; . 
Thy hopes inſtru&ed by thine eye, 
Make thee appear more near than I; 
My floor is not fo flat, ſo fine, | 
And has more obvious rubs than thine : , ,. 


Tis true 3 my way ishard and ſtrait, 4 x - % 


And leads me through a thorny gate. 

Whoſe ranckling pricks are ſharp and fell ; 

The common way to Heav'n's hy hell : 

Tis true ; thy path is ſhort and fair, 

And free from rubs : Ah, fool beware, 

The lateſt road's not alwayes ev'n 3 

The way to Hell's a ſeeming Heav'n : 

Think'ſt thou the Crown of Glory's had 

With idle caſe, fond Ciprian lad ? 

Think'ſt thou, that mirch, and vaindelights, 

.High feed, and ſhadow-ſhortning nights, 

Soft knees, full bones and beds of down, 

Ax6-proper Prologues to a Crown ? 

Or canſt rhon hope to come and view, 

Like proſperous Ceſar, and ſubdue ? 

T he bondflave Vſurer will crudge 

In ipight of Gours, will turn a drudge, 
H 
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And ſerve his ſoul-condemning purſe, 
T' increaſe it with the widows curſe : 
And ſhall the crown of glory ſtand 
Not worth the waving of an hand 
The fleſhly wanton to obtain 
His minute-luft, will count it gain 
To looſe his freedome, his eſtate, 
Upon ſo dear, fo ſweet a rate 3 
Shall pleaſures thus be priz'd, and muſt 
Heav ns Palm be cheaper than a luſt ? 
The true-bred ſpark, ro hoiſe his uame 
Lipon the waxen wings of fame, 
Will fight undaunted in a floud 


That's rais'd with brakiſh drops and bloud : 


And ſhall the promis'd Crown of life 

Be thought atoy, not worth a ſtrife ? 

An eafie good brings eaſie gains 3 

Bur things of price are bought with pains : 
The pleafing way is not the right: 

He that would conquer Heay'n muſt fight. 


S. .RIERON 
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S. HIERON. inEp. 


No labour 1s hard, no time is long,wherein the glory of Eter* 
nity is the mark we level it, 


S, GREG. lib. 8. Mor, 


The valour of a juſt man is to conquer the fleſh,to contradie 
bis own will, to quench the delights of this preſent life, to en- 
dure and ove the miſeries of a world for the reward of 4 
better, to contemn the flatterieFof proſperity, and inwardly to 
wercome the fears of adverſity. 


% —— 


EPIG. 11. 


0, Cuprd, if thy ſmoother way wc-e right, 
Iſhould miſtruſt this Crown were counterfeit : 
The way s not eafie where the Prize is great : 

| | hope no virtues, where I ſmell no ſweat. 
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XII, 


GALAT, 6,14, 


God forbid that I ſhould glory , ſave in the 
Croſs. 


An nothing ſettle my uncertain breaſt, 
And fix my rambling love ? 
Can my affeQtions find out nothing beſt ? 
| Bur ſtill and ftill remove ? 
Has earth no mercy ? will no Ark of reſt 
Receive my reſtleſs Dove ? 
k there no good, than which there's nothing higher, 
To bleſs my full defire 
With joyes that never change; with joyes that ne'r expire ? 


2 


I wanted wealth ; and at my dear requeſt, 
Earth lent a quick ſupply ; 

I wanted mirth ro charm my ſullen breaſt ; 

And who more brisk thanT ? 
Iwanted fame to glorifie the reſt ; 

My fame flew cagle-high : 
My joy not fully ripe, but all decay d 

Wealth vaniſh'd like a ſhade, 
My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade, 


H 3 


, | 
110 Emblemes, Book 2," 
Z; 

The world's an Ocean, hurried too and fro 
. Withev'ry blaſt of paſſion : 
Her !aſtful ſtreams, when either ch or flow, 
_ _ Arerides of mans vyexation: 
They alter daily, and they daily growt 
The worte by alteration : 
The earth's a cask full tunn'd, yer wanting meaſure ; 
Her precious wine is pleaſure; 
Her yeſt is honours puff; Her lees are worldly treaſure, 


4 

My truſt is in the Croſs : let beauty flag | 

Her looſe, her wanton fail,; 
Let count'nance-gilding honour ceaſe to brag 

In courtly terms, and vail ; 
Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forger to wag 

Ao Her baſe, though golden tail 3 

Falſe beauties conqueſt 1s bur real lols, 

And wealth, bur golden droſs; 
Beſt houour's but a blaſt : my truſt is in the Crols, 


G. 
My truſt is in the croſs : There lies my reſt ; 
My faſt, my ſole delight : 

Let cold-mouth'd Boreas, or the hot mouth'd Eaſt 

Blow til] they burſt with ſpight : 
Let carth and hell conſpire their worſt, their beſt, 

| And joyn their twifted might ; 
Ler ſhoxy hunder-bolrs dart down, and wound me 
Andrroops of friends {wrround me, 

All this ms ell confront;all this ſhall ne'r conſourd me, 
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S. AUGUST. 


Chriſt's Croſs is the Chriſcroſs of all our happineſs : It deli- 
vers us from all blindneſs of error, and enriches our darkneſs 
with light ; it reſtoreth the troubled ſoul toreſt ; It bringeth 
ſtrangers to Gods acquaintance; Is maketh.remate forrergners 
near neighbours ; It catteth off diſcord ; concludeth a league of 
everlaſting pe ace; and is the bounteous author of all good. 


h S. BERN. in Ser. de rcſur. 


We find glory in the Croſs ; td us that are ſaved, it is the 
pwer of God, nnd the fulneſs of all virtues. 


- EPIG. 12. 

| Tfollow'd reſt, reſt fled and ſoon forſook me 3 
Iran from gricf, grief ran and overtook me, 
What ſhall I do ? leſt The roo much toſt 

On worldly croſles, Lord, let me croſt, 

I. H 4 
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XIII, 


PRoOoV, 5& Þ*, 


» 


As a dog returzeth to his comit, ſo a fool re- 
turneth to bis folly. 


I am wounded! and my wounds do ſmart 
Beyond my patience, or great Chiron's art 

I yield, I yield ; the day, the Palm is thine ; 

Thy bow's more true ; thy ſhafr's more fierce than mine. 
Hold, hold, O hold thy conq'ring hand. What need 

To ſend more darts? the firſt has done the deed ; 

Oft have we ſtruggled, when oor equal arms 

Shot equal ſhafts, intI1&ed equal harms 3 

But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, 
Twy-fork'd with death, has ſtrnck my couſcience dead, 
But muſt I die? Ah me! if that were all, 

Then, then I'd ſtroke my bleeding wounds and call 

This dart a cordial, and with joy endure 
\ Theſe harſh ingredients, where my grief's my curs; 
But ſomething whiſpers in my dying car, 

There is an after-day ; which day I fear : 

The flender debt to Natvre's quickly paid, 

Diſcharg'd perchance with greater eaſe than made 3 

But if that pale-fac'd Sergeant make arreſt, 

Ten thouſand ations would ( whereof the leaſt 
* Is more then all this lower world can hail 

Be entred, and condemn meto the jail 
Of Stygian darknefs hound in red hor chains, 

And grip'd with tortures worſe than Titian pains. 
Farcwel 
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Farewel my vain, farewel my looſe delights ; 
Farewel my rambling dayes, my rev'ling nights; 
"Twas you betray'd me firſt, and when ye found 
My'ſoul advantage, gave my ſoul the wound : 
Farewel my bullion gods, whoſe ſovereign looks 
So often catch'd me with their golden hooks : 
Go ſeek another ſlave ; ye muſt all go; 

I cannot ſerve my God and Bullion too, 
Farewel falſe honour ; you, whole airy wings 
Did mount my ſoul above the thrones of Kings; 
Then flatter'd me, rook pet, and in diſdain, 


Nipt my green buds ; then kick'd me down again : 


Farewel my bow ; farewel my Ciprian Quiver 3 
Farewel dear world, farewel dear world for ever, 
O, but this moſt delicious world, how ſweet 
Her pleaſures reliſh ! Ah ! How jump they meer 
The graſping ſoul, and with their ſprightly fire, 
Revive, and raiſe, and rowze the wrapt defire ! 
For ever? O, to part ſo long ? what? never 
Meet more ? another year, and then ſoreyer : 
Too quick reſolves do reſolution wrong ; 

Whar, part ſo ſoon, to be divorc'd fo long ? 
Things to be doneare long to be debated ; 
Heay'n is not day'd. Repentance isnot dated, 


S, AUGUST. 


} kk. 5. E miles. It5 


S. AUGUST. lib. deuril agen. poen. 
Go up my ſoul into the tribunal of thy Conſcience : there ſet 
thy guilty ſelf before thy ſelf : Hide not thy ſelf behind thy ſelf, 


left God bring the forth before thy ſelf. 
S, AUGUST. in Solilog. 


In vain is that waſhing,where the next ſin defileth: He hath 
ill repented, whoſe ſins are repeated: that ſtomach 1s the worſe 
. for vomiting, that licketh up his vomit. 
ANSELM, 
God hath promiſed pardon to him that repenteth,but he hath 
not promiſed repentance to him that ſinneth. 


E PIG. 13. 


Brain-wounded Cupid, had this haſty dart, 

As it hath prick'd thy fancy, pierc'd thy heatr, 
' 'T had been thy friend : O how hath it deceiv'd thee ! 
ts For had this dart but kill'd, this dart had fay'd thee, 
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XIV. 


"PROV, 24, 16, 


17 


A juſt man falleth ſeven times, and riſeth up 
again, but the wicked ſhall fall into miſchief. 


I 
'2D"Is bur a foil at beſt, and that's the moſk 
Your ſkill can boaſt : 
My flipp'ry footing fail'd me 3 and you tripe 
Juſt as T ſlipr : 
My wanton weakneſs did herfelt betray 
, . With too mach play : 
I was too bold , He never yet ſtood ſure ; _ 
+ That ſtands'fecure:: 
Who ever truſted to his. native ſtrength, 
- But fell arlengrh ? 
The title's crazy, the tenureis nor good, 
That claims by th' 


2 


Boaſt not thy ſkill,the righteous man falls ofc, 
Yet falls but ſofr : 
There may be dirt to mire him, but no ſtones 
To cruſh his bones :” 
Whar if he ſtaggers ? Nay, pur caſe he be 
Foil'd on his knee 
That very knee will bend to Heav'n, and woo 
For mercy roo. 
The true-bred Gameſter ups a freſh, and then, 
Fallsro'r agen 
Whereas the leaden-hearted coward lies, 
And yields his conquer'd life, or craycn'd dies, 


evidence of fleſh and hloud.” 


Boaſk 
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3 


Boaſt not thy Conqueſt 3 thou that ev'ry hour 
| Fall'ſt ren times lower, 
Nay, haſt not pow'r to riſe, if not, in caſe, 
. - Tofall more baſe: 
Thou wallow'ſt where ſlip; and thou doſt tumble, 
| Where I hut ſtumble : 
Thou glory'ſt in thy ſlav'ries dirty badges, 
And fall'ſt for wages : 
Sowr grief aud ſad repentance ſcowrs and clears 
My ſtains with tears: 
Thy falling keeps thy falling till in ure; 
But when I ſlip, Ifſtand the more fecure. 


| 4+ 
Lord, what a nothing 1s this little ſpan, 
we call a Man! 
What fenny traſh maintains the ſmorth'ring fires 
Of his defire ! 
How flight and ſhort are his reſolves at longeſt 
How weak at ſtrongeſt! 
O if a ſinner held by that faſt hand, 
Can hardly ſtand, 
Good God ! In what a deſp'rate caſe are they ? 
That have no ſtay ! 
Mans ſtate implies a neceſſary curſe 
When not himſelf,he's mad;when moſt himſetf,he's worſe 


S. AMBROS, 


Book 8; '  Emblemes, I19 


S. AMBROS. in Ser, ad vincula. 


Peter ſtood more firmly after he had lamented his fall than 
before he fell. Inſomnch that he found more grace than he loſt 

ace. 

4 S. CHRYS. in Ep. ad Heliod. monach. 

It is no ſuch hainous matter to fall aflifted, as being down 
to he dejefed: It is no danger for a ſouldier toreceive a wound 
In batteh;but after the wound received,through deſpair of reco- 
very to refuſe a remedy ; for we often ſee wounded Champions 
wear the palm at laſt, and after fight, crowned with viftory. 


E PIG. 14. 


Triumph not Cupid, his miſchance doth ſhow 

Thy trade 3 doth once, what thou doſt alwayes do * 
Brag not too ſoon ; has thy prevailing hand 

Foil'd him ? Ah fool, th' haſt caught him how to ſtand. 
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Emblems, 
XV. 


JEREMIAH 32, 40; 


ſball zat d:part from me. 


O, now the Soul's ſublim'd : her ſowr defires 
Are recalcin'd in heaven's well temp'red fires: 


I will put fear ' in' their © hearts , that they 


The heart reftor'd atid purg'd from droffie nature 


Now finds the freedom'of a new-born creature 
It lives anorher life, it breaths new breath ; 

It neither fears nor feels rhe ſting of death, 
Like as the idle yagrant (having none) 

That boldly 'dopts,cach houſe he views, his own ? 
Makes ev'ry purſe his chequer 3 and at pleaſure, 
Walks forth, and raxes all the world like Ceſar, 
Ar lengrh by virtue of a juſt command, 

His fides are lent'to a ſeverer hand : 

Whereon his Paſs, not fully underſtood, 

Is texred in a-manuſcript of bloud-: 

Thus paſt from town to town; until he come 
A ſore repentant to his native home : 

Ev'n fothe rambling hearr, that idly roves 
From crimes to fin, and unconrrol'd removes 
| From luſt ro luſt, when wanton fleſh invites 
From old-worn pleaſures to new choice delights, 
Arlengrh correted by the fiiial rod 

Of his offended (Cbut his gracicious God ) 

And laſh'd from fins to fighs ; and by degrees, 
From ſighs to vows, from vows ro bended knees, 


4 I 


From 


122. Emblems. 


From bended knees to a true penfive breſt ; 
From thence-xo torments, not by tongues expreſt, 


. 
s 


Returns; (and*from his ſinful ſelf exil'd _ 
Finds a glad father, he a welcome child : pe 
O then it lives 3 O then ir lives involv'd , 
In ſecret raptures ; pants:to be diſſoly'd : ? 


The royal Off-ſpring of x fecond Birth 
Sets ope to Heav'n, and ſhuts the doors to earth : 
If love-fick Fove commanded clouds ſhould hap 


To rain ſuch ſhow'rs as quickned Danae's lap : FP 
Or Dogs (far kinder than their purple maſter in 
Should lick his ſores, he laughs, nor weepsthe faſt er, hi 
If earth ( Heav'ns rival ) dart her idle ray; th 
To Heav'n, 'ti$ wax, and to the world, 'tis clay : by 


If e-rth preſent delights, it ſcorns to draw, 
Bur like the jer unrub'd, diſdains that ſtraw * 
No hope deceivyes it, and no doubt divides it; 
No grief diſturhs jt 3 and no errour guids irs 
No guilt condemns, and no folly ſhames it; 
No floth belors it- ; and no luſt enthralls it ; 
No ſcorn at#jis it, and no paſſion gawls it : 

It is a cark'ner of immortal life; - 

An Ark of peace ; the liſts of ſacred ſtrife 3 

A purer piece of endlefs tranſitory ; 

A ſhrine of Grace, a little throne of Glory : 
A Heav'n born Off-ſpring of a new-born birth; 
An earthly Heay'n 3 an ounce of Heay'nly carth, 


S, AUGUST, 


THOK + Co MPC. 123 
S, AUGUST. de Spir. & Anima, 


0 happy heart,where piety affefFeth, where humility ſubjefs 
where repent ance correeth,where obedience direeth,where 
perſeverance perfetteth, where power protefleth where devotion 
projeFeth, where charity connecteth. 


S. GRE G. 
Which way ſoever the heart turneth it ſelf (if awgaly) 


itſhall commonly obſerve, that in thoſe very things we loſe God, 
in thoſe very things we an gr God : It ſhall find the heat of 
his pawer in conſideration of thoſe things, in the love of which 
things he was moft cold, and by what things it fell, perverted, 
by thofe things it is raiſed, converted. 


EPIG 186 


My heart! but wherefore do I callthee fo 3 

T have renounc'd my int*ceſt long ago : 

When thou wet *, falſe and fieſhly, I was thire z 

Mine wert thou never, till thou _ not mine, 
2 
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THE THIRD BOOK 
T be Emertainment. 


Ax you whoſe better thoughts are newly born, 
And (rebaptiz'd with holy fire) can ſcorn 
The worlds baſe traſh, whoſe necks diſdain to bear 
Th' im perious yoke of Satafi z whoſe chaſt car 

No wanton Songs of Syrens can ſurpriſe 

with falſe delight ; whoſe more than Eagle-eyes 

Can view the glorious flames of gold, and gaze 

On glitt ring beams of honour, and do not daze; 
Whoſe ſopls can (purn at pleafure, and deny 

The looſe ſuggeſtions of the fleſh', draw nigh : 

And you whole am'rous, whoſe ſelet defires 
Wauld feel che warmrh of thoſe tranſcendenc fires, 
Which (like the riſing Sun ) put out the light 
Of Venus ſtarr, and turn her day to night ; 

You that would love,and have your paſſions crown'd 
With greater happineſs, than can be found 
In your own wiſhes ; you that would affett 
Where neither (corn, nor puile, nor diſreſpect 
Shall wound your torrur'd ſouls ; that would enjoy, 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fulneſs cloy, 
Nor double douhr afflias, nor baſer fear 
Unflames your courage in purſuit, draw near, 
Shake hands with earth, and let your ſoul reſpeR 
fer joyes no further, than her joyes refle& 
[pon her Makers plory : if thou ſwim 
In wealth, ſee him in all ; ſee all in him : 
I 3 Sink'lt 


126 Emblemes. Book 
Sinkſt thou ins wang, and-is phy (mall cruſe ſpent} 


SeE himin waht z cnyoy hym Epameent : 6) 
Conceiv'ſt him lodg'd in Croſs, or loſt in pain ? 
In Pray'x and Patience find him out again : 

Make Heav'n thy Miſtriſs, let nochange remove 
Thy loyal heart3/be fond; be fick of love : 
What if he ftop his ear, or knit his brow ? 

Art length he'l be as fond,as fick as thou z 

Dart up thy ſoul in groans : Thy ſecret groan 
Shall pierce his ear, ſhall pierce his car alone: 
Dart up thy ſoul in vowes: Thy ſacred vow 
Shall fnd him: out, where Heav'n alone ſhall know ; 
Darr up thy foul in ſighs ; Thy whifp'ring ſigh 

Shall rouſe his cars, and: fear no liſtner nigh: * 

Send up thy groans thy. fighs, rhy:cloſet-vow 3 

Ther's non&E,ther*s none ſhall know bur Heavy and thou: 
Groans freſh'd with vows, and vows made ſalt with tears, 
Lirfſcale his eyes, and ſcale his conquer*d ears: 

Shoot up the boſome-ſhafrs'of' thy defire, 

Feather d with fairh; and double-fork'd with fire. 

And they will hit : Fear not, where Heav'n bjds come : 
Heavn's never deaf, but when man's heart is dumb, 


I28 


MySoule hath def 
| Nught . by 
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ISAIAH 36. 6. 


My ſoul bath defied thee in the night. 


(3294 God ? what horrid darkneſs doth ſarround 
My groping ſoul ! how are my ſenſes bound 

In utter ſhades : and muffled from the light, 

Lurk in the boſom of eternal night ! I 
The bold-fac'd wy of Heav'n can ſer and riſe z 
and with his morning glory fill the eyes 

Of gazing mortals z his victorious __ 

Can chaſe the ſhadows, and reſtore the day : -, .. 
Nights baſhful Empreſs, though ſhe often wain, 

&s oft repents her darkneſs, } vga again 

And with her circling horns doth re-embrace 

Her brothers wealth, and orbs her filyer face, 

But ah, my Sun deep ſwallow'd in his fall, 

Is ſet and* cannot ſhine, nor riſe atall ; 

My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow light z 

Alas, my darkneſs is perpetual night, | 

Falls have their riſings, wainings have their primes, 
And deſp'rate ſorrows wait their better times ; 

Ebs have their Flouds,and Autumns have their Springs ; 
All States have changes hurried with the ſwings 

Of Chance and Time, ſtill riding toand fro : 
Terreſtial bodies and celeſtial too, 

How often have I vainly grop'd about, 

. With lengrh'ned arms to find a paſſage out, 

That I might catch thoſe beatns mine eye defi 

and bathe my ſoul in chole celeſtial fires? 
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Like as the haggard, cloiſtered in her mew, 
T o ſcowr her downy robes, and to renew 
Her broken flags, preparing tloverlook 
The tim'rous Mallard at the ſliding brook, 


Jets oft from perch toperch; from ſtock to ground, 


From ground to window, thus round 
Her Do _— Forth ron? pre nl - , 
(Calling her noble ro mind, and ſtrength 
Wwherets her wing was born "be r#pged beak 
Nipps olfher jangling jeſſes, ſtrives to break 
= ling fetters pins 10s to. bate 
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S. AUGUST, Soliloqu. cap. 33. 


There was a great dark cloud r ape before mine eyes, 


ſothat Tcoult not ſee the Sun of Fuſtice &y the Light of Truth: 


T being the ſon of darkneſs: was involved in darkneſs: T loved 
my darkneſs, becauſe I bnew not thy light : I was blind, and 
loved my blindneſs,and did walk from darkneſs to darkneſs : 
But Lord thou art my God, who haft led me from darkneſs 
and the ſhadow of death; haft called me into this glorious 
light, and behold, I ſee. 


EPIG. tr. 
My ſoul, chear tp 3 what ifthe night be long, 
Heav'n finds an ear, when ſinners find a rongue + 
Thy tears are morningſhow'rs : Heav'n bids me Fo | 
When Pete'rs cock begins to crow, *tis day, 


Emblemes. 


1, 


Kee: ED Ui 49-5: 


* 


2” —— - " 1» ih 


x Y 


| Emblemes. 
II. 


PSALM 69. Jo 


ſunnes are not hid from thee, 


eeſt chou this fulſom Ideot ? In what meaſure 
He ſeems tranſported with the antick pleaſure 
Of childiſh baubles ? Canſt thou bur admire 
The empty fulneſs of his vain deſire ? ' 
Canſt thou conceive ſuch poor delighrs,as theſe 
Can fill rh* inſatiate ſoul of man, or pleaſe 
The fond aſpe& of his deluded cye ? 
Reader, ſuch very fools are thou and I: + 
Falſe puffs of honour 3 the deceirfyl ſtreams 
Ofwealth 3 rhe idle, vain, and empty dreams 
Of pleaſure, are our traftick, and eninare 
Our ſou!s, the threefold ſubze& of our care 2 
We toil for traſh, we barrer ſolid joyes 
For aiery tritles, ſell our Heav'n tor royes : 


Deſpis'd ; ſuch very fools are thou ind F, 


Would'ſt thou take pleaſure ? if the fool unſtride 
fis prancing Stallion, chou maiſt up and ride: 


The earth affords ſuch fools,as dote upon her 3 


We knarch ar barley grains, whilſt pearls ſtand by 
Aim'ſt, thon' at honour? does not th* Ideot ſhake it 
in his left hand ? fond man, ſtep forth and rake ir : 


Or would*ft ron wealth? ſce now the fool preſents thee 
With a fui! haskert ; if ſuch wealth contents thee : 


Fond man, fuch is the pleaſure, wealth, and honour 


Such 


0 Lord, thou knoweit my fooliſbneſs, and my 


Such idcors, ah! fuch fools are thou and I : 
Had rebell-man's fool-hardineſs extended 
No farther, than himſelf, and there had ended, 
Ic had becn juſt ; bur thus enrag'd ro fly 
Lipon the erernal eyes of Maj 
And drag the Son of Glory from the breſt 
Of his indulgent Father ; toarreſt 
His and facred Perſon : in diſprace, 
To ſpit and (paul (go is Sun n r-face ; 
LS ber being bound, 
To ſcourge his id baſe his rrembling fides z to wound ' 
His head with thorns ; his heart with humane fears ; 
His hands with nails, and his pale flank flank with ſpears : 
and then to paddle in the pu; 
Of his ſpitr blood, is more,than moſt extreme : 
Great builder of mankind, canſt thou propound 
All this ro thy bright eyes;. and nor confound 
Thy y—_——_ -work ?0:C anft thou choofe bur ſee, 
mad'ſt the eye? Can ought be'hid from thee ? 
Tn Tt our perſons, Lord, and not our pyilt ; 
Thou ſeceſt nor, what thou maiſt, but what thou wilt ; 
The hand that form'd usis enforc'd to be 
A Screen ſcrup betwixt thy work and thee : 
Look, look upon that Hand, and thou ſhalt ſpic 
An open wouhd, a through- fare for thine eyc; 
Or it that wound be clos'd,thac paſlage be 
Deny'd between Ay gr acious eyes and me, 
Yer view the ſeat ; that ſcar will countermand 
Thy wrath : O read my fortune in thy hand, 


$28 Ext DLemes, L Bool 
is the game whereat earth's ideors flie ; 


OOF. 3 mblems, T35 
S. CHRYS. Hom. 4. Joan, | 


Fools ſeem to «bound in wealth , when they want all things ; 

they ſeem to enjoy happineſs, when indeed they are only maſt 

miſerable 3 netther do they underſtand that they are deluded 
by their fancy, till they be delivered from the folly, 


By ſo mach the more are we inwardly fooliſh, b 
ye ſftrrve to ſeem outwardly wiſe. J fe ſh, y how much 


E PIG. 2. 


Rebellious fool, what has thy fo!!'y done: 

Control! 4 rhy God, and crucift'd is Sonne ? 

| How (ſweetly hos rhe Lord of life deceiv'd thee ? 

| Thou ſicdifk ity loud, & that ſhed bloud has fav'd thee, 


Have Mercy on me 0 Lord forTon weake 


| oL*hademefray bones are vexed Fſ;6%. 


Emblemes; 
HI, 
PSALM 6 2; 


look: 3; 


Hive mercy Lord, upor me, for 1 am weak ;, © 
Lord, heal me, for any bones are vexed, 


Soul, Feſus. 


Soul: AH, Son of David, help: Fef. What ſinful crie 
Implores the-$on of David 2 Soul, It is I 
Feſ. Who art thou ? $oxt. Oh, a deeply wounded beſt 
That's heavy laden and would fain have reſk; , 
Fel. T have no ſcraps, and dogs muſt not/þe, fed 
Like houſhold children, with the childrens bread. 
Soul, True, Lord; yer tolerate « hungty whelp 
Tolick theit crumbs : O San of David, help 
7:ſ. Poor Soul,what ail'ſt thou? Soxl, O1-burn, t fry, 
I cannot-reft;1 know not where to fly 
To find ſome eaſe; I turn'd'my blubber'd face 
| From man to man 3 1 roll from place $0 place, 
avoid my tortures, to obtain relief, 
t ſtill am dogg'd and haunted with my grief : 
My mid-night tortnents call the ſluggiſh light, 
And when the morning's come, they woo the night, 
Feſ. Surceaſe thy tears,and ſpeak thy free deſires (fires 
$0, Quench, quench my flames, and ſwage theſe ſcorching 
Ze. Canſt thou believe,my hand can cure thy grief? 
ol, Lord, I believe 3 Lord, help my unbelief, 
Zeſ. Hold forth thine arm and let thy fingers try 
Thy pulſe ; where chictly doth hy torment lie | 


Sole 
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Soul. From head to foor ; ir reigns in ev'ry part, 
Bur playes the ſelf-law'd ryranit in my heart. 
eſ. Canſt thou digeſt ? canſt reliſh wholſome food ? 
How ſtands thy taft ? Soul. To nothing that is good : 
All finful traſh, - and earths unfav'ry ſtuff 
I can digeſt, and reliſh well enough. 
Feſus. 1s not thy blood as cold as hot, by turns ? 
Soul. Cold\'to'what's good ; to what is bad it burns ?! 
Feſus. How old's thy grief? Soul. I rook ir at the fall 

With eating fruir, Feſ. *Tis Epidemical : 

Thy bloud's infe&ed, and th infeetion ſprung 

Fromza bad liver : *Tis a feaver ſtrong 

And fulf of death unleſs, with preſent ſpeed, 

A vein be opened thou muſt die, or bleed. 

Soul. OTamfainrand ſpent : thartlaunce that ſhall 

Let forth my bloud, Jers-forch my life withal : 

My ſout wants cgrdials, and has greater need 

Of bloud, then Cheing ſpent (@ far ) to bleed : 

I faint already, if Tbleed, I dy. 
Feſ. 'Tis either thou muſt bleed, fick ſoul or I : 

My bloud's a cordial, He that ſucks my veins, 

Shall.cleanſe his own, and conquer greater pains 

Ther theſe : chear up; this precious blood of mine 

Shall cure thy grief ; my heart ſhall bleed for thine : 

Pelieve and view me with a faithful eye, 

Thy foul ſhall neither languiſh, bleed, nor die. 


S, AUGUST» 


p, © Book 3. 
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Emblemes, 
S, AUGUST, lh. 10. Confeſl, 


Lord, be merciful unto me : Ah me : Behold, Thide not my 
wounds : Thou art a Phyſician, and IT am fich ; Thou art mer- 
ciful, and Iam miſerable, 


S. GREG. in Paſtoral, 


O Wiſdom, with how ſweet an art doth thy wine and ov1 
reſtore health to.my healthleſs ſoul" How powerfally merciful, 
hw mercifully poweffal art thou ! Powerful for me, merci- 
ful to the! A | 


LY 


" EPIG. 3. 
Can{t thou be ſick, and ſuch a Doftor by.? 
Thou canſt not live, unteſs thy Dofor dy ? 
Strange kind'of. grief, that finds nomed'cine-good 
To lwage her paias, bur the Phyſicians blood : / 
K 2 
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E mhlemes: 


I'V. 
PSALM. 25. 18, 


Look upon my affuiion and my pain, and for« 
groe all my ſans, 


Oth work and ftrokes ? both laſh and labour too ? 
4 JWhar more could Edom, or proud Afſhur do ? 
$rripEs5, atter.ſtripes ; and blows ſucceeding blows 3 
Lords has thy ſcourge no mercy, and my woes 
No end ? my Pains no caſe ? no intermiſſion 2? 
Is this the ſtate ? is this the ſad condition 
Of thoſe that truſt thee? will thy goodneſs pleaſe 
T' allow no other favours? none buttheſe ? 
Will not the Rher'rick of my rorments move ? 
Are theſe the ſymptomes, theſe the ſigns of love ? 
Is'r not enough, enough thar I fulfil 
The roylſome taſk of thy laborious mill ? 
May not this labour expiate and purge 
My fin without the addition ofa ſcourge ? 
Look on my cloudy brow, how faſt it rains 
Sad ſhowers of (wear, the fruits of fruitleſs pains : 
Behold theſe ridges 3 ſee what purple furrows 
Thy plow has made; O think upon thoſe ſorrows 
That once were thine 3 wilt thou not he woo'd 
To mercy by the charms of ſweat and bloud 3 
Canſt thou forget that drowſie mount wherein 
Thy dull Dd ju ſleep was not my fin 
There puniſh'd in thy ſoul ? did not this brow 
Then ſweat in thine ? were not thoſe drops enow ? 


K 3 Remember 


'7 4 E miblemes. 


Remember Golgotha, where that ſpring-tide 
O'rflow*d thy ſoveraign Sacramental fide : 
There was no fin, there was no guilt in Thee, 


Was there not bloud enough, when one ſmajl drop 
Had pow'r toranſome thouſand worlds, and ſtop 
- The mouth of Juſtice ? Lord, I bled before 

In thy deep wounds 3 can Juſtice challenge more? 
> Or doſt thou vainly labour to hedge in 
Thy loſſes from my ſides ? my bloud is thin, 
- And thy free bounty ſcorns ſuch eafie thrift ; 
- No, na, thy bloud came not as love bur gift. 
Bur muſt I ever grind ? And muſt I earn 
* Nothing bur ſtripes? O wilt thou difalrern 
The reſt thou gav'ſt ? Haſt thou perus'd the curſe 
Thou laid'ſt on Adams fall, and made it worſe ? 
Canſt rhou repent of mercy ? feav'n thought good 
Loft man ſhould feed in ſwear 3 not work in bloud : 
| Why doft thou wound th' already wounded breaſt 2 
” Ah me / my life is but a pain at beſt : | 
I am hnr dying duſt : my day's a ſpan; 
E What pleaſure tak'ſt thou in the bloud of man ? 
© Spare, ſpare thy ſcourge, and be nor ſo auſtere ; 
© Scnd fewer (troaks, or lend more ſtrength to bear, 


S. BEEN, 


Book 3. 


That caus'd thoſe pains 3 thou ſweat'ſt, thou bledſt for me, 
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Book 3. Emblemes, 
| S, BEBN, Hom. 81. in Cant, 


Miſerable man ! Who ſhall deliver me from the reproach of 
this ſhamef#1 bondage ?I am a miſerable man but a Gre mans 
free, becauſe a man ; miſerable, becauſe a ſervant : In regard 
of my bondage, miſerable; in regard "f my will, inexcuſable: For 
my will, that was free, beſlaved it ſelf ts ſin, by aſſeming to 
ſin; for he that commntteth fin is the ſervant to fin. 


EPIG. 4. 
Tax not thy God : Thine own defaults did urge 
This twofoid puniſhment ; the mill the ſcourge, 
Thy fin 's the author of thy (elf-tormenting : 
Thou grind'ſt for finning 3 [(courg'd for not repenting* 
KR 4 
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V. 


V. 
JOB. 10. 9. 


Remember T brſeech thee, that thou haft mad: 
me, as the clay, and wilt thou bring me to duſt 
again d 


"T"Hus ftom the boſome of the new made earth 
Poor man was delv'd, and had his unborn birth ; 

The ſame the ſtuff, the ſeIf-ſame hand doth trim 
The Plant that fades, the beaſt that dies, and him : 
One was their fire, one was their common mother, 
Plants are his ſiſters, and the beaſt his brother, 
The elder too ; beaſts draw the ſelf-ſame breath, 
Wax old alike, and die the ſelf-ſame death - 
Plants grow as he, with fairer robes arrai'd ; 
Alike they flouriſh and alike they fade : 
The beaſt in ſenſe exceeds him, and in growth, 
The three ag'd Oak doth thrice exceed them both ; 
Why look'ſt thou then fo big, thou little ſpan 
Of earth ? what art thou more in being man ? 
I,but thy great Creator did inſpire 
My choſen earth, with thy diviner fire 

reaſon 3 gave me judgment and a will ; 
That,to know good ; this, to chooſe good from ill ; 
He put the reigns of pow'r in my free hand, 
And juriſdiction over ſea and Land , 
He gave me art to lengthen out my ſpan 
Of life, and made me all, in being man # 


vn - 


"7? 
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I, but thy paſſion has commitred treaſon 

Apainſt the ſacred perſon of thy reaſon : 

Thy judgement is corrupt, perverſe thy will ; 
That knowes no good, and this makes choice of ill : 
The greater height ſends down the deeper fall ; 
And good declin'd turns bad, turns worſt of all. 
Say then, proud inch of living earth, what can 
Thy greatneſs claim the more in being man ? 

O but my ſoul rranſcends the pitch of nature, 
Born up by th' Image of ker high Creator 3 
Out-braves the life of reaſon, and beats down 
Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crown, 
My earth 's a living Temple t' entertain 

The King of Glory, and his glorious train : 

How can | mend my title then ? where can 
Ambition find a higher ſtile than man ? 

Ah, bur that Ifhage is defac'd and ſoil'd 3 

Her Temple's raz'd, her Alters all defil'd ; 

Her veſſels are pollured and diſtain'd 

With cloathed luſt,her ornaments prophan'd; 
Her oyl-forſaken lamps, and hallow'd tapours 
Pur out 3 her incenſe breaths unſay'ry vapours ; 
Why ſwell'ſt thou then ſo big, thou little ſpan 
Of earth - what art thou more in being man ? 
Erernal Porter, whoſe bleſt hands did lay 

My courſe foundation from a ſod of clay, 

Thou know ſt my ſlender veſſel's apt to leak ; 
Thou know'ſt my brirtle temper *s prone to break ; 
Are my bones brazil, or my fleſh of oak / 

O, mend what thou haſt made, what I have broke ; 
Look, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 

Of yengeance, Lord, rememberI am clay. 


S AUGUST, 
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3, n yok ?. Emblemes. I47 
S. AUGUST. Solilog. 32. 

Shall Ia«h , who made me ? It was thou that madeſt me, 
without whom nothing was made : Thou art my maker, and I 
thy work. Tthank thee, my Lord God, by whom T live, and by 
whom all things ſubſsſt, becauſe thou madelt me : I thank thee, 
0 my Potter, becauſe thy bands have made me, becanſe thy 
hots have fcrmed me, 


EPIG. & 
Why ſwell'{ thou, man, puft up with fame and purſe 2 
T Th art better earth, but born todig the worſe - 
* Ihou cam'ſt from earth, to earth thou muſt rerurn, 
And art but carth caſt from the womb to rh urn, 
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(Tlhat rhall T do wnto thee, 0 thow — To 
prererver of men: ar Sr thou ret Let 
\ me As f mark- agate thee. ob. 7.2.0 Ju 
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ok 3 Emblemit, 
VI. 


JOB 7. 20. 


I have fined ; what ſhall I do unto thees O thou 
preſerter of men? why doſt thou ſet me, as 
a mark againſt thee 2 


Ord, T have done; and Lord, Thave miſdone ; 
'Tis folly to conteſt, to ſtrive with one 

That is too ſtrong 3. *tis folly to aſſail 

Or prove an arm, that will, that muſt prevail, 

[ve done, I've done 3 th eſe trembiing hands have thrown 
Their daring wedpons down : the day's thine own : 
Forhear to firike where thou haſt won the field. 
The palm, the palm is thine: I yield, 1 yield. 
Theſe treach'rous hands that were ſo vainly bold 

To try a thriveleſs combat, and to hold 
ſelf-wounding wea pons up, are now extended 

For mercy from thy hand 3 that knee thatbended 
Upon her gardleſs guard doth now repent 

Upon his naked floor 3 See both are bent, 

And ſue for pity : O my ragged wound 

[deep and eto rate, it is drench'd and drown'd 
In bloud and briny rears It doth begin 
Toſtink without and purrefie within 

Let that viRorious hand that now appears 

uſt in my blood, prove gracious to my tears? 

ou great preſerver of preſumptuous man, 

What ſhall I do 2 what fatisfaion can 
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Poor duſt a aſhes make ? O if that bloud 

Thar yer remains unſhed were half as good 

As bloud of oxen ; if my death might be 

An offering toattore my God and me 3 

I would diſdain injurzous life, and ſtand 

A ſuiter to be wounded from thy hand. 

Bur may thy wrongs be mealur'd by the ſpan 

Of life ? or balanc'd with the bloud of man ? 
No, no, erernal fin expeqts for guerdon, 

Erernal penance, or eternal pardon : 

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away, 
And pardon him that hath no price to pay 
Enlarge that ſoul, which baſe preſumption binds ; 
Thy juſtice cannot looſe what mercy finds : 
Othou that wilr not bruiſe the broken reed, 

Rub not my ſores, nor prick the wounds that bleed, 
Lord, if the peeviſh infant fights and flies, 

- With unpar'd weapons, at his mothers eyes, 

Her frowns (half mixt with ſmiles ) may chance to ſhey 
An angry love-trick on his arm, or fo ; 

Where if the Babe but make a lip and cry, 

Her heart begins to melt, and by and by 

She coaks his dewy-cheeks ; her babe ſhe bliſſes, 
And choaks her language with a thouſand kiſles ; 
I am that child ; Lo, here I proſtrate ly, 

Pleading for mercy ; I repentand cry 

For gracious pardon ; let thy gentle ears 

Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears 
See not my frailties, Lord, but through my fear, 
And look on ev'ry trepaſle through a tear : 

Then calm thy anger, and appear more mild 
Remember, th' art a Father, I, a child, 


ok 
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S. BERN. Ser. 21. inCant. 

Miſerable man ! Who ſhall deliver me from the reproach of 
this ſhameful bondage ? T am a miſerable man,but a free man: 
Free, becauſe libe to God 5 miſerable, becauſe againſt God: 0 
keeper of mankind, why haſt thou ſet me as a mark againſt thee? 
Thou haſt ſet me, becauſe thou haft not hindred me : It is juſt 
that thy enemy ſhould be my enemy, and that he who repugneth 
thee, ſhould repugne me + I who am againſt thee, am againſt 


my ſelf. 


— — — 


EPIG. 6. | 
Bur form'd, and fight ? but born, and then rebel # 
How ſmall a blaſt will make a bubble ſwell 7 
But dare the floor affront the hand thar laid it ? 
So apt is duſt to fly in 's face that made it, 
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VII. 


JOB 13. 24: 


Wherefore hideft thou my face; and holdeft me 


for thithe enemy? 


X 7 Hy doſtthou ſhade thy lovely face ? O why 
- 'Y/. Does thar eclipfing hand ſoTong, deny 
The Sun-ſhine of thy ſoul-enliv'ning eye 2 ' 


Withour that Light, what light rqmalog ſh me'? 
| art my Life, my Wa ieht,in Thee 
| live, t more, and by {owduny ſee; 


Thou art my Life, If thott but turn awiay;, 

My life's a thouſand deaths : thou artmy Wy * 

Without thee, Lord, I trayel nor, bur ſtray. 

My Light thou art 3 without thy glorious figlit, 
4 lg 


, . 


Mine eyes are darkned with 
My God, thou art my Way, my Life, my Light, 


Thou art my Way 3 I wander, if thouflie : 
Thou arr my Light 3 if hid how blind am I? 
Thou att my Life 3 if thou withdraw, I die. 


Mine eyes are blind and dark ; I cannor ſee 3 
To whom or whither ſhoald my darkneſle flee, l 
ttothe Light ? And who's _ Light bur Thee ? 


My 
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My path is loſt ; my wandring ſteps doſtray 3 


T cannot ſafely go, nor ſafely (tay ; 
Whom ſhould I ſeek, but Thee, my Path, my Way ? 


O, I am dead : to whom ſhall I, poorT, 
Repair 2? to whom ſhall my ſad aſhes fly 
But Life ? And where is Life but in thine eye ? 


And yer thou turwſt away thyFace, 'and flieſt me; 
And yer I ſue for grace, and thou deny'ſt mg; 
Speak art thou angry, Lord, or only try'ſt me'?} 


Unykreen thoſe heay/nly lamps;ax tell me why -- x 
Thou ſhad!ſt thy-face'? perhaps. thou.think'ft no eye + / 
Can view thoſe flames and nor drap down end die, .. .. 


If that be al ine forth and draw thee nigher z 
Lec me behigld,atid die, for my defire 
Is Phenix like tb periſh m thathre, 


Death conquer'd Laz'rus was redeem'd by thee; | 
It I am dead, Larderdeaths prifaner free ; 
Am I morefpent,/oritink I worſe than he ? '; 


If my puft life be out, give leave to tine 
My ſhameleſs fpuffe at that bright Lamp of thine? 
O what's thy 1#ght; the leſs for lightning mine ? 


If T have loſt tay Fath Great Shephetd, ſay, 

Shall I ſtill wander in a doubtful way ? 

Lord, ſhall a {4:8 of Iſr'els ſheepfold ſtray ? ' 
if! F « E 2&9 


Thou art the Pilgrims, Path, the blind mans Eye; 
The dead-mans Life 3 on thee my hopes rely; 
jf thou rempvegLerre; I grope ; I die. 


Diichy.c thy Sun-heamns ; cloſe thy wings; and ſtay ; 
See, lee how F am blind, and dead; and ftray, © © 
O rhou thar. art wy Light, myL.ife, my Way. 

| : S. AUG, 


Book; 


aA «_o iou£c 


'Book 2: - E mblemes: 55 
S, AUGUST, Soliloq. cap. r. 

Why doft thou hide thy face happily thou wilt ſay, none can 
ſee thy face and live: Ah Lard,let me die,that Imayſee thee; 
let me ſee thee, that I may die : I weuld not live,but die; that 
I may ſee Chriſt, I deſire death ; that I may live with Chriſt, 


I deſpiſe life. 
F ANSELM. Med, cap. s; 


0 excellent hiding, which is become my perfetion ! My Gof 
thox hideft thy treaſure, to kindle my defire;, thou hideſt thy 
pearl, to inflame the ſeeker ; thou delay'ſt to give, that thou 
maiſt teach me to importung ; ſeem'ſt nat to hear, to make mie 
perſevere, 


£ TEED$6-- 7 
Ifheav'ns all-quickning Eyes vouchſafe to ſhine 
Upon our ſouls, we flight ; if not, we whine : 
Our Equino&ial hearts can never lic 
Secure, beneath the Tropicks of that eye : 
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"Book 3; 


Emblemes; 


JER. 9. I: | 


O that my head yere waters , and mine ejef as || 
ſountain of tears, that I may weep day and 
night, 


That mine eyes were ſprings, and could transform 
Their drops to ſeas ? my fighs into a ſtorm 
Of Zeal, and ſacred violence, wherein 
This lab'ring veſſel laden with her fin, 
Might ſuffer ſudden ſhipwrack, and be ſpilr 
Lipon that Rock, where my drencW'd foul may fir , 
Orewhelm'd with plenteous paſſion ; Q and there 
Drop, Drop, into an everlaſting tear ! | 
Ah me! that ey'ry ſliding vein that wanders 
Through this vaſt Ifle, did work her wild Meanders 
n brackiſh tears, inſtead of blood, and ſwel 
his fleſh with holy Dropfies, from whoſe Well, 
Made warm with ſighs, may ſume my waſting breath, 
Whilſt I diffolve in ſtreams, and reek to death / 
Theſe natrow ſluces of my dribling eyes 
Are much too ſtreight for thoſe quick ſprings thar riſe 
And hourly fill my Temples to the trop 3 
I cannot ſhed for ev'ry fin a drop : 
Great builder of mankind, why haſt thou ſenr, 
Such ſwelling floods, and made 4 ſmal a yent# | 
» 3 0. 


158 Emblemes; { Book 3: 
O that this fleſh had been compos'd of ſnow, 
Inſtead of earth ; and bones of ice, that ſo, 
Feeling the fervor of my fn; and loathing 
The fire I feel, I might be thaw'd to nothing ! 
O thou that didſt, with hopeful joy, entomb 
Me thrice three Moones in thy laborieus womb, 
And then with joyful pain, brought'ſt forth a Son, 
What worth thy labour haſt thy labour done ? 
What was there? Ah { what was there in my birth 
' That could deſerve the cafieſt ſmile of mirth ? 
A man was born : alas and what's a man ? 
A ſcuttle full of duſt, a meaſut'd ſpan hi 
Of flitring time 3 furniſh'd Pack, whale wares 
Are ſullen Griefs, and ſoul rormenting Cares : 
* Avale of tears 3 a veſſ*l cunn'd with breath, 

By fickneſs broacht, to be drawn out by death : 
A hapleſs helpleſs thing ; thar, born does cry 
To feed , that feeds to live; that lives to die. 
Great God and Man, whoſe eye, ſpent drops ſo often 
For me that cannot weep enough ; O ſoften 
| Theſe marble brains, and ſtrike this flinty rock 3 
Or, if the mufick of rhy Peters Cock 
Will more prevail, fill, fill my hearkping ears 
Wirh that ſweet ſound, that I may melt in tears/ 
I cannot weep until thou broach mine eye 3 | 
-Or give me vent, or el({c I burſt, and die: 


S, AMBROS, 


-——— 


Book +3: Emblemes, I5g. k 
S. AMBROS, inPfal. 118. 


He that commits finnes to be wept for, cannot weep for ſins 
committed : And being himſelf moſt lament able hath nq tears 


to lament his offences. 


NAZIAN +: Orat. "Ss 
Tears are the deluge of fin, and the worlds ſacrifice. 


S. HIER ON. in Eſaiam, 
' Prayer app E aſe s God, but a tear compels him : that moves 
him, but this conſtrains him, + _ * 


— - 
oo” 
- % 


EP1G; 8. 
Earth is atvIſland ported round with. Fears 3 
The way to Heav'n is through the Sea of rears, 
It is a ſtormy paſſage, where is found ; 
The wrack of many a ſhip, but no man brown'd. 
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PSALM. 18. 5. 


The ſorrowes of hell compaſſed me about , and 
the ſnares of death prevented me. 


F not this Type well cut ? in ev'ry part 
Full of rich cun ning ? fild with Zeuxian Art? 

Are not the Hunters, and their Srygian Hounds 
Limm'd full toth' life ? Didſt ever the ſounds, 
The muſfick, and the lip divided breaths - 

Ofthe ſtrong winded Horn, Recheats, and deaths, 
Done more exaQt ? Th' infernal Nimrods hollow? 
The lawleſs purliews 2 and the Game follow? 
The hidden Engines, and the ſnares thar lie 

$0 undiſcover d, ſoobſcure to th' eye ? 

The new-drawn net , and her entangled Prey? 

And him that cloſes ir ? Beholder, lay, 

Ist not well done ? ſeems not an em'lous ſtrife 
Betwixt the rare cut picture and the life ? 

Theſe purliew men are Devils? and the hounds, 
(Thoſe quick-nos'd Canibals, that ſcour the graunds } 
Temptations and the Game, the Fiends purſue; 

Are humane ſouls, which ſtill they have in view 3 
Whoſe fury if they chance to ſcape, dy flying, 

The $kilful Hynter plants his net cloſle lying 


w os os Fer Q PE. 
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On th'unſuſpe&ed earth, baired wich treaſure, 
Ambitious honour, and felf-waſting pleaſure ; 
Where, if the ſou] but ſtoop, death ſtands prepar'd 
To draw the net, and drown, the ſoul's enfnar'd, 
Poor ſoul ! how art thou hurried roo and fro ? 

Where canſt thou ſafely ſtay ? where ſafely go? 

If ſtay : theſe hot-mourh'd Hounds are apt to tear thee, 
If go : the ſnares encloſe, the nets enſnare thee - 
Whart good in this bad world has pow'r t'invite thee 
A wHling Gueſt ? wherein can earth delight thee ? 
Here pleaſures are bur itch : Her wealth, but Cares : 
A world of Dangers, and a world of fnares - 

The cloſe = uers bufie hands do plant 

Snares in thy ſubſtance ; Snares attend thy want 3 
Snares in thy credit ; Snares in thy diſgrace ; 
Snares in thy high eſtate ; Snares in thy baſe ; 

Snares tuck thy bed 3 and Snares arround thy. boord ; 


Snares watch thy thoughts ; and Snares atrach thy word : 


Snares in thy qe Snares in thy commotion ; 
Snares m thy dyet ; Snares 1n-thy devotion; 
Snares lark yn thy reſolves; Shares in thy doubt 
Snares lie within thy heart ; and Snares withour ; 
Snares are above thy head, and Snares beneath ; 
Snares in thy ficknets ; Snares are in\thy death : 

O, if theſe purliews be ſo fall of danger, 

Great God of hearts, the worlds ſole ſov'raign Ranger. 
Preſerve thy Deer, and {et my ſoul be bleſt | 
In thy ſafe Forreſt, where Teck for reſt : 

Then ler rhe Hell-hounds roar ; I fear no ill ; 
Rouze me they may , but haye no pow'r to kill. 


" F Emblems.” Book .: 


J. Book 32 Emblem. >  163- 
S. AMBROS. lib. 4. in cap. 4. Lnex. 
The reward of honours, the height of power, the delicacy of 
et, and the beauty of an harbot are the ſnares of the Devil. 
S. AMBROS, debano mortis. 


Whileft thou ſeekeſt pleaſures, thou rumeſt ints ſnares, for 
the eye of the harlot is the ſnare of the Adulterer, 


In eating he efore us G ni generation, luxury : 
in labor ſluggiſhneſs : 3n converſingtnvy : in governing, co- 
vetouſneſs 4 in correfing, anger: in honour,pride : in the heart, 
he ſets evil thoughts : in the mouth, evil 'words : in ations,c- 
vil works : when awake, he moves us to evil actions : when a 


ſleep, to filthy dreams. fa 3 


+ EPIG. 6. 
Be ſad, my Heart, Deep dangers wait thy mirth : 
Thy ſoul's way-laid by. Sea, by. Hell, by Earth : 

Hell has her hounds : Earth, ſnares : the Sea a ſhelf; 
But moft of all, my kearr, beware thy ſelf. 
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Bhok 3) ©  Emlemen] 


R. 
PSALMs 143. 27 


Enter nit-into jadgement with thy ſerwaxt for 
in thy ſight hh n0-mun living be juſtified, 


7 eſus _ 7 uſtice. | Sinners 
7 bovine, Fog Se here te prver ance, 


FA CE Hong 
a; waſh —_— | 
hey ery'd to hen EY ts beavi for blood 


cry'd to heay* 
ef. Whar ſayſt thou finner ? haſt hencne aid 
=_ gs ſhould not paſſe 2-hold up thy 

braten, thy rebellious face. 

Sin, Ah-me ! Idare on 4 : I'm treo vile and baſe | 
Totread upon the earth, much more, to life b 
Mine eyes to heav'n; Ineed no other ſhrife .. 
Then mine own conſcience; Lord I muſt confeſle; 
Iam no more than duſt, and no whit leſſe 


Thes 


a *4% 


Ty 


I f 
 Emblemes; - Book ; 
Than my indi&ment ſtiles me ; Ah, if thou 
Search too ſevere, with too ſevere a brow, 
What fleſh can ſtand 2? I have tranſgreſt thy laws ; 
My merits plead thy vengeance ; not my cauſe: 
vft. Lord ſhall I ſtrike che blow? Zeſ-Hold, Juſtice,ftay 
Sinner, ſpeak on ; whathaſt thou more to ſay 2 | 
Sin, Vile as I am, and of my ſelf abhorr'd, 
I am thy handy-work, thy creature, Lord, 
Stachpt.with thy glorious image, and at firſt, . 
Moſt like to thee, though now a poor accurſt 
Convitted Caitiff,, and defen'rous creatare, 
Here trembling at thy bar. Fuft. Thy fault's the greater; 
Lord ſhallI ſtrike the blow ? Feſ. Hold, Juſtice. ſtay, 
eak finner 3 haſt thou nothing more to ſay? * + 
© Sin. Nothing but Mercy, Mercy 3 Lord my ſtate 


: T5 miſerably poor and deſperare ;- ' 


- 


Tquite renounce my ſelf, the world, and flee 


' 'Feotti Lord ro Fefis from thy ſelf, to thee. 


' . Jyft. Ceaſe thy vain hopes ; my angry God has voy'd; 
A mercy muſt have bloud for bloud : ; 
Shall I yet ftrike the blow ? Zeſ. Stay, Juſtice, hold; 


| My bowels yearn, my fainting bloud growes cold , 


yiewthe trembling wretch ; Methinks, I ſpie 
My fathers image in the pris'ners eye, 
| *Fiift. 1 cannot hold. Fe. Then turn thy thirſty blade 


© Yhiony fides + ler there.the wound be made : 


Cheat up dear ſoul 3 redeem thy life with, mine : 


My ſoul ſhall (marr; my heart ſhall bleed for thine, 


- .- Qgroundleſs deeps! O love beyond degree / 
Mum dies, ro {er xl offender free. p 


S.ALIGUST, 


w d; 


T, 


Book," '5; Embleinss, 


| 6p 
S. AUGUST. 
Lord, if T have done that, for which thou mayeft damin me; 


. thou haſt not loft that whereby thon mayeſt ſave me : Remem. 


ber not, ſweet Feſus, thy juſtice againſt-the ſinner, but thy be. 
nignity towards thyCre ature: Remember not to proceed againſt 
aguilty ſoul, but remem | mercy towards a miſerable 
wretch : Forget the inſolence of the provoher, and behold the 
miſery of the gvoker ; for what is Feſus but a Saviour ? 


Fox ANSELM. 

Have reſpeBto what thy Son hath done for me, and forget 
what my fins have done againſt thee : My fleſh hath provobed 
thee to vengeance ; let the fleſh of Chrift move thee to mercy : 
it is much that my rebellions bave deſerved; but it 'is more 
that my Redeemer hath merited. 


EPIG. 10... 
Mercy of mercies ! He that was my drudge . 
I; nov my Advocare, is now my judge :. _ 
He (ufters, pleads, and ſentences, alone + 
Three I adore, and yet adore but One, 


4 SETCEF Fs 


SAP a */ pe 


Emblemes, 


XV; 


Let mot the water-flaod overflow me, neither let | 
' the dreps ſwallow me up. 


- & World's a Sea.z ty fleſh.a Ship that's mann'd 

| With lab'ring Thoughts,and ſtecr'd'by Reaſons hand: 
My Heart's the Sea-ans Coe, whereby ſhe (ails3 
My looſe AﬀeRions are the, greater Sails 
The Top-fail is my Faficie, and che,Gufts 
That fill theſe wanton ſheets. are worldly Luft 
Pray'r is the Cable, at whoſe'end, a hs 


The Anchor Hope, nev'r ſlip'd but in our fears - 
My will's the yaconſiang Pilot , . that comarids 
The ſtagg'ring Kee 3. my Sins are like rhe;Sands > 
Repengance is the Bucker, and. mine 25S *<cagþ 

The Purnp, unus'd ( but.in excremes) and dry : 
My Conſcience is the Plummet that do 1 rels 
The deeps, bur ſeldom ctics, A fathom leſs -,. 
Smooth Nen's ſecurity. 3, the Gulf, defpaire ; 
My Fraupht's Corruption, and. this”, Eife*s'my Fair : 
My Soul's the Paſſenger, confus'dly driven. 
From fear to fright br landing-Port is Heaven, 


My Seas are ſtormy, and my Ship doth leak 3 

My Sailers rude ; my Sceers-man faint and wenk 2 

My Canvace torn, it flaps from fide to fide 3 

" blescrackr, my Anchors ſlightly ry'd; _ 
tors craz'd, my ſhipwcack-Sands are cloak'd 3 

My Buckets broken, and my Pump is choak'd ;, 


M Hy - 


, % EC I*% | 
170 Emblemes. © + 
My Calm's deceirful ; and my Gulf too near 3 

My Wares areffuber'd, and my Fare's too dear : 

My Plummer's light, it t fink nor ſound ; 

O ſhall my Rock-bethreatned Soul be drown'd ? 

Lord, ſtill rhe Seas, and ſhield my Ship from karm 

Inftru&t my Sailours, guide my Steerſmans arm : 

Touch thou my Compaſs, and renew my Sails 

Send ſtiffer courage, or ſend milder gales ; 

Make ſtrong my Cable, binde my Anchor faſter 

Dire& my Pilot, and be thou his Maſter ; 

Obje& rhe Sands to, my more ſerious view, 

Make ſound my Bucket, bore my Putnp a new 

New caſt my Plummet, make it apt to try 

Where the Rocks lurk,and where the Quick-ſands fe ; 

Guard thou the Gulf with love, my Calms with care; 

Cleanſe thou.my [fraught 3 accept my ſlender Fares 

Refreſh the Sea- iP alſenger 3 cut ſhore 

His Voyage 3 land him in his wiſhed Port : 

Thou, Thou, fy om winds and ſtormy ſeas obey, 


That through che deep gav'ſt grumbling Iſr'el way, _ 
Say to my od en Rh mine bo " 
Shall ſcorn rnNgea alrhough grim death ſtand by, 
O thou whole ſ{trength-reviving Arm did cheriſh 

Thy ſinking Peter, at the point to periſh, 

Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave, 
P'll come, I'll come ; the voice that talls will ſave, 


3M of 
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Book 37 


, Beok'c2> Emblemes: 12k 


S. AMBROS. Apol. poſt. pro David. Cap, 2. 


The confluence of luſts makes great tempeſt, which in this 
ſea difturbeth the ſea-fairing ſoul, that reaſon cannot govern it, 


S. AUGUST. Soliloqu, cap, 35; 


We labour in a boiſtrous Sea : Thou ſtandeſt upon the Shore 
and ſeeft our dangers: give us grace to hold a middle courſe be- 
twixt Scylla and Charybdis , that bath dangers eſcaped, we 
may arrive at our Port ſecure, 


7 OY EPIG. rt, % 
My ſoul, the ſeas are rough, and thou ſtranger 

In theſe falſe coaſts; O keep aloof ; there's danger # 
Caſt forth thy plummet ; ſee a Rock appears 3 
Thy ſhip wants ſea-raom';z make it with thy tears, 
M 2 
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Emllemes, 
XII, 


JOB. 14. 13- 
O that thou would}t hide me m the grave, that 
thou wouldſt keep me ſecret until thy wrath 
be pait ) 


Whither ſhall I fly 3 what path untred 
Shall I feek'our to ſcape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God 7 


| Book 3s) 73. 


Where ſhall ] ſojourn ? what kind of ſea will hide 
My head from Thundes ? where fhall I abide, 
Lintil his flames be queneh'd or laid afide ? 


What if my feet ſhould rake their haſty flight, 
And ſeek proreQtion in the ſhades of night ? 
Alas! no ſhades can blind the God of Light. 


Whar, if my ſoul ſhould rake the wings of day, 
And find ſome deſart 2 if ſhe ſpring away, 
The wings of vengeance clip as faſt as they- 


What if ſom ſolid'/rock ſhould entertain 
My irignred iqul /: Canfolid rocks reſtrain - 
The ſ{troak of Juſtice, and not cleave in twain ? 


Nor Sea, nor Shade, nor Shield, nor Rack, nor Cave, 
Nor f1lenr Deſaxrs, nor the fullen Grave, 
Where flame-ey'd fury means to (mire, can ſave. 


The Seas will part; Graves open ;. Rocks will ſplir 3 
The Shield will cleave ; the frighted ſhadows fir; 
Vihere Juſtice aims, her ficry darrs muſt huc, 

MN 3 No 


$L7 Emblemes. Booky, 
:No, no, if tern-browd yengeance means to thunder, 


"There is no place above, beneath, or under, 
So cloſle, but will ynlqck;, or rive in ſunder. 


'fis rain to flee ; *ris neither here nor there | 
Can ſcape that hand, wycil rhat hand forbear 3 | 
Ah me / wherg is he nor, that's every where ? 


zTis vanity to flee z till gentle mercy fhew 
* Her better eye, the farther off we go, 
; The ſwing of Juſtice deals the mightier blow. 


 Th' ingenious chjld, correed, doth not flic 
His angry mothets hand, bur clings more nigh, 
And quenches with his tears her tlaming eye. 


: Shadows are faithleſs, and the rocks are falſe 
No truſt in braſs, no truſt in marble walls ; 
{ Peor cots are even as ſafe as Princes halls, 


| Great God, there is no ſafety here below 3 
{ Thou art my fortrefs though thou ſeem'ſt my foe, 
| :Tis thou that ſtrik'ſ} the ſtroke muſt guard the blow, 


| Thouart my God ; by thee I fall or ſtand 3 
{ Thy Grace hath giv'n me courage to withſtand 
' All rortures, but my conſcience and thy hand, 


ET know thy Juſtice is thy ſelf; I know, | 
{. uſt God, thy very ſelf is Mercy too ; 
| If not to thee, where, whither ſhould I go ?. 


* Then work thy will 2 1f paſſion bid me flee, 
; My reaſon ſhall obey ; my wings ſhall be 
| Strerchr out ng farth r than from thee to thee, 


=... S, AUGUST, 


" Book.) Emblemes: 7s 


S. AUGUST. in Plalm. 3g; 


Whither flie 1? To what place canT ſafely flie ? To what 
monntain 2? To what den ? To what flrong houſe ? What Caſtle 
ſhall T hold ? What walls ſhall hold me 2 whereſoever I go,mmy 
/ ſelf followeth me : For whatſoever thou flieft, O man, thou 
| maift, but thy own conſcience: Whereſoever, 0 Lord Tgo, Ifinde 
thee, If angry, a Revenger ; if appeaſed, a Redeemer : What 
way have I,but to flie from thee to thee : That thou maiſt avoid 
thy God, addreſs thee to thy Lord. 


E PIG, 12. 
Hath vengeance found thee ? Can thy feares command 
No rocks to ſhield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 
Know?ſt thou not where to ſcape? Ill rell rhee where 3 
My Soul make ckan thy conſcience ; hide thee there, 
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Book'33 " Emblemes, 
51 -.- HB 
JOB. 10, 20; 


Are not my dayes few 2 Ceaſe then , and lt 
me alone, that I may bewail my ſelf alittle. 


Ly Glaſs is half unſpent; Forbear t arreſt 


My thriftleſs day too ſoon.: my poor requeſt 


Is tharmy glaſs may run but our the reſt, 
} : 


My time- deyoured minures will be done 
Withour thy help 3 ſee, ſee how (wift they run 2 
Cut not my thred. before my thred be ſpun. 


The gain's not great I purchaſe by this ſtay 3 
Whar loſs ſuſtain'ſt thou by ſo ſmall delay, 
To whom ten thouſand years are but a day ? 


My following eye can hardly make a ſhifr 
Tocount-my winged hours ; they fly ſo ſwift; 
They ſcarce deſerve the bounteous name of gift, 


The ſecret wheels of hurrying Time do give, 
So ſhort a warning, and (o (aft theydrive, 
That I am dead befqre I ſcem to live. 


Aad what's a Life? a weary Pilgrimage, 
Whoſe glory in one day doth fill the Stage 
With Childe hood, Man-hood, anddecrepit Age; 


And what's a Life ? the flouriſhing array 
Of the proud Summer medow, which to day 
Wears her green pluſh, and is to morrow hay, 
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And whats a Life ? A blaſt ſuſtein'd with clothing, 
Maintain'd with food, retein'd with vile ſelf loathing, 
Then weary of it ſelf, again'd to nothing. 


Read on this dial, how the ſhades devour 
My ſhort-liv'd winters day ;-hour eats up hour 3 
, the torall's bur from eight ro four, 


Behold theſe Lillies (which thy hands have made 
Fair copies of my life, and open laid 


To view, how ſoon they droop, how ſoon they fade! 


Shade not that dial, night will blinde too ſaon 
My non-ag'd day already points to noon 3 
How fimple is my ſuit ! how ſmall my boen ! 


Nor dol beg this flender inch, ro while 
The time away, or ſafely to vegans 
My thoughts with joy, her's nothing worth a ſmile, 


No, no : 'tis not to pleaſe my wanton ears 
With frantick mirth, I beg but hours, not years : 
And what thou giv'ſt me, I will give to tears, 


Draw not that Soul which would be rather led ! 
That Seed has yet not broke my Serpents head z 
O ſhall Tdie before my fins are dead ? 


Behold theſe rags; am Ia fitting gueſt 
Totaſt the dainties of thy royal feaſt, 
With hands and face unwafh'd, ungirt, unbl=ſt ? 


Firſt, letthe Jordan ſtreams ( that finde ſupplies 
From the'deep fountain of my heart ) ariſe, 
And cleanſe my ſpots, and clear my leprous eyes. 


J have a world of fins to he lamented ; 
T havea fea of tears that muſt he vented, : 
0. ſpare rill then; and then I die contented. 
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S. AUG. lib. de Civir. Dei Cap fo. 


The time wherein we live is taben from the ſpace of our life; 
ani what remaineth is daily made leſs and leſs,in ſo much thas 
the time of our life is nothing but a paſſage to death, 


| S, GR E G, lib, 9. Cap, 44» IO, Fob. 


As maderat afflictions bring tears,ſo immoderate tabe away 
tears; in ſo much that ſorrow becometh no ſorrow, which ſwal- 
ling up the mind of the afflicted, taketh away the ſenſe of 
the affliction, 


EPIG. 13, 
Fear'ſt thou to go when ſuch an Arm invites thee / 
Dread'ft thou thy loads of fin ? or what affrightes thee # 
If thou begin to fear, thy fear begins 3 
Fool can he bear thee hence, and nor thy ſins ? 
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XIV, 
DEUTERONOMY.32. 29! 


ſ: that men were mwiſes and that they under- 
flood this, that thry mould conſider their 
latter end, | 


Fleſh, | ; Spirnd 


FI, Af Hat means ly fiſters eye ſo ofcto paſſe / |. ;; 
Through the long entry. of that Oprick glaſs ? 

Tellme what ſecret yirtue doth invite | 
Thy wrinkled eye to ſuch unknown delight ? 

$9. Ir helps the fight, makes ——_—— appear 
In perfe& view: it draws the objedts near. 
Fl. What ſenſe delighting objetts doſt thou ſpic ? 
What doth thar glafle preſent before thine eye? 

$9. I ſee thy foe, my reconciled friend, 
Grim Death even ſtanding at the Glaſſes end ; 
His left hand holds « branch ofPalm 3 his righr 
Holds forth a two-edg'd ſword, Fl. A proper fight z 
And is this all doth thy ProſpeRivye pleaſe | 
Th' abuſed fancy. with no ſhapes bur theſe ? 

5p. Yes, 1 behold the dark'ned Sun bereav'n 
Of all his lights the battlemenr of Heav'n 
Swel'rring in flames ; the Angel-guarded Son 
Of glory on his high Tribunal-Throne 3 

, And Fiends, with knotr2d whips of flaming wire, 

ort'ring poor ſouls, that gnaſh their reecth 1n yain, 

And gray their flame-rormented rengues for pain. 
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Lo6k, ſiſter, how the queazy-ſtomack'd Graves 
Vomit their dead, and how the purple, wayes 
Scall'd their conſumeleſybodies, ſtrongly curſing 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nurfing, 
F1 Can thy diſtemper'd fancy take delight_ 
In view of tortures? theſeare ſhews t' affriphe : 
Lookin this glaſſe triangular ; look here, | 
, Here's that will raviſheyes. Sp, What ſeeſt thou there? 
Fl..The world in colours, colours that diftain 'J 
The checks of Proteus/or the ſilken train 
Of Flora's Nymphs 3 ſuch various ſorts ofhiew, 
As Sun-confronrting Iris never knew : * 
Here if thou pleaſe to beautifie a town, 
Chou maiſt ; or with a hand, turn't upfide down'; 
, Here maiſtthon ſcant or widen by the meaſure 
- Of thine own will make.ſhorr or long art pleaſure: ' 
* Here maiſt thou tire thy fancy, and adviſe 
With ſhows more apt'to pleaſe more curieus eyes 
Sp. Ah fool:! that dot'f on vain. onpreſenttoyes,, 
And difreſpe&'ſtthoſertue, thoſe futute-joyes { | +? 
Hoy ſtrongly are'thythoughts befootd;alas,  - : 7 
Todote-on goods that periſh with thy glaſs! ' '' \ 
Nay, vaniſh with the turning of a hand'!: -' 
Were they but painted colours, it might ſtand 
With painted reaſonthar they might deyore thee ? 
Bur. things that have no being'ro beſor thee 2? 
Foreſight of future tortnents is the wap 1 
To baulk thoſe ills which preſent joyes'bewray: 
As thou haſt fool'd thy ſelf, ſo now come hither, 
Break that fond glaſs, and let's be wiſetogether, 
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& | Book. 3: Emblemes, | 18; 


BONAVENT. de contempru ſeculi, 


0 that men would be wiſe,underftand, and oreſee: Be wiſe 
to know three things : multitude of thoſe that are to & 
damned : the few number of thoſe that are to be ſaved ; and 
the _ of traufitory things : Underſtand, three things, the 
multitude of ſins, the omiflion of: good things, and tee Is of 
time : Foreſee three things, the danger of death, the buſt judg- 
ment, and eternal puniſhment, 


What, Soul, no further yet ? what nev'r commence 
Naſter in Faith ? Still batchelour of Senſe ? 
Is'rinſufficiency 2 Or what has made thee 

Orcilip thy loſt degree ? thy luſts have ſtaid thee, 
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Book 33.. * Emblemes; 135-, 


XV. 
PSALM. 20. 10. 


My life is ſpent with gr i:f, and my years with 

fehing. | "or not 
V \ Fm ſullen Starr rul'd my untimely birth, 
| That would not. lend my.daies. one hour of 
How oft have theſe bare knees been bent to gain * (Mireli? 
The lender alms of one poor {mile, in yan? 
How often, tir'd with the faſtidious light, . 
' Have my faint lips implor'd the ſhades of night ? 
How often have my nightly rorments pray” 
For lingring twilight, glutted with the ſhade? 
Day worſe then night, night worſe chen day appears, 
Iu feares I ſpend my nights, my daies in tears : 
Imoan unpitti'd,. groan without relief, ._ 
There is nor end nor meaſure. of my grief, 

The ſmiling flow'r ſalutes the day ; it growes 
 Unrouch'd wity care ; it neither ſpins nor ſowes : 
Othat my tedious life were like this flow'r, 
Or freed from grief, or finiſh'd with an hour : 
Why was I born ? Why was I borne a. man ? Be 
And why proportion'd by ſo largea ſpan ? 
Or why ſafpended by the common lot, 
And being born to die, why die I not ? 
Ah me ! why is my ſorrow-waſted breath 
Dai'd the eafipriviledge of death ? 
The branded ſlave that tugs the weary oare, 
Obtains the Sabbath ofa welcome ſhore 2? 
His ranſom'd ſtripes are heal'd, his native ſoil 
Smetcens the mem Ty of his forreign toil: 

N 


For 
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- ut ah! my ſorrows are not half ſo bleſt ; 

- My labour finds no point, my paines noreſt : 

I barter fighs for tears, and tears for groans, 

Still vainly rolling —_ ſtones : 

Thou juſt obſerver, of our flying hours, 

Thar, with thy Adamantine fangs, devours 

+ The brazen monuments of renown'd Kings. 

| Doth thy glaſs ſtand ? Or be thy moulting wings 

* Ufnapt to flic g If not, why doſt thou ſpare 

A willing breaſt ; a breaſt that ſtands ſo fair ? 

>» Adying breaſt, that hath but only breath 

To beg a wotind, and ſtrength to crave a 'death ? 

© thar the pleaſed Heav'ns would once diſſolve 

Theſe fleſhly fetrers, that ſo faft involve 

My hamp'ed ſoul ; then would my ſoul be bleſt 

From all theſe ills, and wrap her thoughts in reſt : 

Till then, my daies are months, my months are years, | 
My years are ages to be ſpent in tears : 

My grief's entail'd upon my waſtful breath, 

Which no recov*ry can cur off, but death ; 

Breath drawn in cottages, puft out in thrones, 

Begins, continues,and concludes in groans, 
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" Book 3; 


INNOCENT. de vilitate condit. humanz. 


. O who will give mine eyes a fountain of tears, that I may 
bewail the miſerable ingreſs of mans condition ; the finful pro- 
greſs of mans converſation,the damnable egreſs in mans diſſo- 
| lution 2 T will conſider with tears, whereof man was made, 

what man doth, and what man is todo : Alas, he is formed of 
,earth, concerved in ſin; born to puniſhment : He doth evil things 
which are not lawful; He tath filthy things, which are not de- 
cent ; He doth vein things, which are not expedient. 


E PIG. IF 
My hearr, Thy life's a debt by Bond, which bears 
Alecrer date; the uſe is Groans and Tears ; 
Plead not z uſurious Nature will have all, 
As well the Int'reſt as the Principal, 
N 2 


7 


THE FOURTH BOOK . 
I, 


ROMe 7. 23. 


1 ſee another Law in my members warring as 
gainft the Law of my mind, and bringing me 
mto-captivity to the Law of ſin. 


I 
How my will is hnrried too and fro, 
And;how my unreſoly'd refolves do vary ! 
I know not where to fix ſometimes 1 po ' 
This way, then that, and then the quire contrary 2 
T like, diſlike ; lament for what I cond not 3 
T do, undo; yet ſtill do what I would nox. 
And at the felf ſame inſtant will rhe rhing'I would nor, 


2 
Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts oppreſt 
With th' earth-bred winds of my prodigious will; 
Thus am I hourly toft from Eaft ro Weſt + - + 
Lipon the rowling ftreams of good and itt : 
Thus am I driven upon theſe flipp'ry ſuds 
From real ils to falſe apparent goods : 
My life's a troubled ſea, compoſ'd of cbs and flouds, 


I 
The curious Penman, having rrimm'd his paze 
With the dead langnape of his dabbled quill, 
Lers fall a heedlefte drop, then ina rage 
Caſhiers the fruirs of his unlucky $k1ll 
Ev'nſo my pregnant fonl in th' Infant bud 
Of her beſt thoughts ſhowrs down a cole black flond 
Of unadviſed ills,and cancels all her good, ol oY 
N 3 Sorne-- % 
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Sometimes a ſudden flaſh of ſacred hear 
” Warms my chill ſoul, an1 ſers my thoughts in frame ; 
- But ſoon thar fireis ſhouldred from her ſear FJ 
- By luſiful Cupid's much inferiour flame . 

I feel two flames, and vet no flame entire ; 

Thus are the mungrel thoughts of mixt defire, 
Confum'd between that heav'nly and this earthly fire. 


5 


Sometimes my traſh diſdaining thoughts out paſs 
The common period of terrene conceit z 
O then, methinks I fcorn rhe thing I was, 
. Whilſt I ſtand raviſh'd at my new eſtate : 
But when th' Jcarian wings of my defire 
Feel but the warmth of their own native fire, 
O then they melt and plunge within their wonted mire, 


6 


I know the nature of my wav'ring mind z 
I know the frailty of my fleſhly will : 
My Fatſjon's Eagie ey'd ; my judgment blind ; 
I know what's good, but yet make choice of ill, 
When th* Oſtrich wings of my defires ſhall be 
So aull, they cannot mount the leaſt degree, 
Yet grant my ſoul defire bur of defiring thee. 


S, BERNARD 
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S. BERN, Med. 9. 


My heart is a vain heart, a vagabond and inftable heart 3 
while it is led byits own indement, and wanting Divine coun- 
ſel cannot ſubſift in it ſelf ; and whileſt jt divers waies ſeeker 
reſt, findeth none, but remaineth miſerable through labour,and 
void of peace : it agreeth not. with it ſelf ;-ir diſſenteth from it . 
ſelf; it altereth reſolutions, changeth the judgment, frameth 
new thoughts, pulleth down the old, and buildeth them up «+ 
again : It willeth and willeth not ; and never remaineth in 
the ſame ſtate. 


S. AUGUST. de verb. Apoſt. 
When it would, it cannot 3 becauſe when it might, it would 
not + Therefore by an evil will man loft bis good power. 


-. 


e -'BY1G; '1. 
My ſoul, how are thy thoughts diſturb'd ,confin'd, 
Enlarg'd betwixt thy ——— znd thy mind / 
Fix here or there 3 thy doubt depending cauſe 
Can ne'r expe one vyerdi& 'twixt rwo Laws. 
N4 
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59 II. 
PSALM 119.5; 


0 thas my wates were directed to beep thy 
_, -, GG | 


| Wh 
HusT, the obje& of the worlds difdain, 
with Pilgrim pace ſurround the weary earth; 
I only reliſh what the world counts vain 
Her mirth's my.grief, her ſullen grief my mirth x 
Her light my darkneſs; and her truth my-errour : 
Her freedom is. my jail ; and her delight my terrour, 


2 
Fond earth ! proportion not my ſeeming love 
' To my long ſtay ; let not thy thoughts deceive thee 
Thou art my priſon and my home's above ; 
My life's a preparation but to leave thee : 
Like one that ſeeks a door , I walk abour thee : 
With thee I canot live; I cannor live without thee, 


3 
The world's a Iab'rinth, whoſe anfratuous wayes 
Areall compos'd of rubs and crook'd Meanders : 
No reſting here 3 He's hurried back thar ſtayes 
A thought 3 and he that goes unguided wanders : 
Her way 1s dark, her path unt: od, unev'n ; 
So hard's the way from earth; Io hards the way to Heayen, 


This gyring Iab'rinth is berrench'd abour 
On either hand with ſtreams of ſulph'rous fire, 
Streams cloſely ſliding, erring in and our, 
But ſeeming pleaſant ro the fond deſcrier 3 
Where if his footſteps truſt their own invention, 
fe falls without redreſs,and ſinks without dimenſion. 


Where 
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Where ſhalf I ſeek a Guide ? where ſhall I meer 
Some lncky hand to lead my trembling paces ? 
Whar truſty Lantern will dire& my feer 
To ſcape the danger of theſe dang'rous places ? 
What hopes have I to paſs without a Guide 3 
Where one gets ſafely, through, a thouſand fall beſide, 


6 


An unrequeſted Star did gently flide 
' Peforc the Wiſe-men to a greater Light 3 
Back-flidmy Ir'e! found a double Guide'; 
A Pillar, and a Cloud ; by Day, by Night : 
Yer in my delp' rate dangers whch be farr 
More great then 1hcirs, I have no Pillar, Cloud, nor Star, 


7 


O that the pinions a of clipping Dove 
Would cur my paſſage through the epmtie Arre ; 
Mine eyes being ſcel'd , how would-I mount aboue 
The reach of danger and: forgotten. care ! 
'My backward cyes ſhould ne'r commit that fault, 
Whole laſting guilt ſhopld build a monument of Sali. 


8 
Great God that art the flowing Spring of Light, 


Enrich mine eyes with rhy refulgent Ray : 
Thor art my Path ; dire& my ſteps aright 3 


, Thaveno other Light, no other Way : 
I'll truſt my God, and him alone purſue 3 


is Law ſhall be my Path 3 his Heavenly Lighr my Clues 
F ct "S. AUGUST 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap, 4; 


0 Lord; who art the Light,the Way,the Truth,the Life ; in 
whom there 1s no darkneſs,errour,vanity nor death : the Light, 
without which there is darkneſs; the Way, without which 
there 1s wandring ; the truth without which there is errour; 
the life, without which there-is death : Say, Lord, let there be 
light, and I ſhall ſee Light, and eſchew darkneſs; Tſhall ſee 
the way and avoid wandring ; I ſhall ſee the truth, and ſhun 
errour ; Tſhall ſee Life. and eſcape death : 1/luminate, 0 illu- 
minate my blind ſoul, which fitteth in darkneſs, and the ſhad- 
dow of death : and dire my feet in the way of peace, 


EPIG. 2. 


Pilgrim trudge on + what makes thy ſoul complain 
Crowns thy complaint. The way toreſt is pain : 
Theroad to reſolution lies by doubt : 

The next way home's the fartheſt way about, 


w—_ 


Emblemer, Book 4 ÞC 


R bo k 4: , Embkemes. 
ITI. 


PSALM. 17. 5. 
Stay my Reps in thy paths, that my ſeet do not 


ſlide. 


I 
V Hen ere the old Exchange of profit rings 
Her filver Saints-bell ofuncertain gains, 
My Merchant-ſoul can ſtretch both legs and wings, 
How I can run, and take unwearied pains ! 
The charms of profit are ſo ſtrong, that I 
Who wanted legs to go find wings toflie. 


2 
Itime-beguiling Pleaſure but advance 
Her luſtful trump, and blow her bold alarms, 
O how my ſportful ſoul can frisk and dance, 
And hug thar Syren in her rwined arms ! 
The ſprightly voice of wet mm mee 
Can lend my bedrid ſoul both legs and leiſure. 


2 
_— honour chance to fill my veins 
With flat'ring warmth, and flaſh of Courtly fire, 
y ſoul can take a pleaſure in her pains : 
My lofty ſtrutting ſteps diſdain totire 3 
My anrick knees can turn upon the hiuges 
Of Complement, and skrue a thouſand cringes, 


Burwhen T come to Thee, my God that arr 
The royal Mine of everlaſting treaſure, 
real honour of my betrer part, 
And living fountain of eternal pleaſure, 
. Bow nerveleſſe are my limbs ! how faint and ſlow / 
I have no wings to fly nor legs to go. . 
q 
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5 
So when the ſtreams of ſwifr-foot Rhene convey 
Her upland riches to the Belgick ſhore, 
The idle veſſel ſlides the wat'ry lay, 
' Withour the blaſt or tug, of wind, or oar ; 


Her ſlipp'ry keel divides the filver foame 
With eaſe ; So facil is the way from home. 


6 


But when the home bound veſſel turns her fails 
Againſt the breaſt of the refiſting ſtream , 

O then ſhe ſlugs 3 nor ſail, nor oar prevails ; 
Fhe ſtream 15 ſturdy, and her Tide's extream 

| Each ſtroke is loſs, and every tug is vain : 

4 A Boat-lengths purchale is a league of pain. 


7 


Great all inall that art my reſt, my home ; 
My way is tedious and my ſteps are flow : 
Reach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come ; 
I am thy child, O reach thy child to go : 
Conjoyn thy ſweet commands to my defite, 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire, 


S. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUST. Ser. 15. de Verb, Apoſt. 


Be alwaies wiſpleaſed at what thou art, if thou deſrreſt to 
attain to what thou art not: For where tho haſt pleaſed thy 
ſelf, there thou abae, But if thou ſazeft, I have-eaough,thow 
perifheſt : Alwates add, alwaies walk, alwaies proceed ; nei- 
ther fltnd ftill, nor go back, nor deviate: He that ftandeth flill 
proceedeth not; He gaeth back that continuethnot 5" He dew- 
ateth, that revolteth; He goeth better that creeperh in his way, 
then he that runneth out of bis way. | 


SS a 


ST, 


Fear nor, my Soul, to loſe for want of cunning 3 
Weepnotz Heave'n is not alwaies got by running? 

Thy thoughts are ſwift, alrhough thy legs be flow ; 
True love pill creep, not having ſtrength ro go. 
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Iv. 
PSALM 119.426. . 


4 My fleſh trembleth for fear of thee , and'l am 
\ bl | ! 
afraid of thy judgements. e 


Er others. boaſt of luck, and go their wayes 

With their fair game;know vengeance feldome playey 
Tobe too forward, but doth wiſely frafne |. 
Her backward Tables for an afcer-gaine : _ 
Shee gives thee leave ro venture many-a blot z 
And, for her own advantage, hits chee not 
But when her pointed Tables are made fair, 
That ſhe be ready'for thee, then beware 3 
Then, if a neceſlary blst be ſer, "I ay 
She hits theez wins the Game; perchance the ſet? : 
If proſp'rous chances make thy cafting high, at 
Be wiſely remp'rare 3 caſt a ſerious eye ,, - © 0y 
On after-dangers, and keep back thy game 3... . | 
Too forward ſeed-rimes aiake thy harveſt lame 2 
Iflefr-hardl Fortune give thee lefr- hand chances, 
Be wiſely patient; ler no envious glances 
Repine to view thy gameſters heap ſo fair; 
The hindmoſt hound takes oft the doubling Hare. 
The Worlds great Dice are falſe ; ſometimes they goe 
Extremely high, ſometimes extremely low : 
Of all her gameſters he that playes the leaſt, 
lives moſt At eaſe, plays _ ſecure and beſt : 

way to win, is to play fair, and fivear 
Thy ſelf a ſeryant to the Crown of fear : 


T7” o [4 | Fear 
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Fear Is the Primmer of a Gameſters skill - 
Who fears not Bad ſtands moſt unarm'd to Ill : 
The Il! that's wiſely fear'd, is half withſtood 3 
And fear of Bad is the beſt foyl ro Good : 
True Fear's th' Elzxgr, which. in daies of old 
Turn'd Leader\ Crofſes into Crowns of Gold : 
The Worlds the Tables ; Stakes, Eternal life; 
The Gamefters; Heav'n and I ; Unequal ſtrife? 
Hy Forrunes are my Dice, whereby I frame 
y indifpoſed Life : this Life's the Game 3 
My fins are ſey'ral Blots ; the Lookers on 
$56 Angels ; and in death the Gamie is done : 
ord, I'm a Bungle, and my Game doth grow 
Still more and more unfhap'd'; my Dice run low : 
The Stakes are great; my careleſs Blots are many ; 
And yer thou paſſeſt by, and hir'ſt notany : 
Thou art too ffrong ; and I have none to guide me 3 
With the leaſt jog ; the lookers on deride me : 
It is a Conqueſt undeſerving Thee, 
To win a Stake from ſuch a' Worm as me : 
I have nod more,to loſe ; If we'perſever, 
"Tis loſt ; and that once loſt I'm loſt for ever. 
Lord,wink at faylts, and be not too ſevere, 
And1 will play. my Game with greater fear ; 
O give me Fear, ere Fear has paſt her date: . 
Whole blot being hit, then fears, fears then too lates 
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S. BERN, 
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S. BE RN. Ser, 54. in Cant, 
There is nothing ſo effe#nal to obtain Grace, to retain 
Grace, and to regain Grace, as. alwaies to be found before 
God not over-wiſe,but to fear : Happy art thu if thy heart be 
repleniſhed with three feares ; a fear for received Grace, 
greater fear for hft Grace, a greateſt fear to recover Grace. 


$, AUGUST, ſuper Pal. 


_ Preſent ow begetteth Eternal ſecurity : Fear God,whcih 
1s above all, and no-need to fe ar man at all. i 


ues EPIG. 4. 
Lord, ſhall we grumble wheathy flames doſcourge us ? 
Our figs breath fire 3 that fire rerurns to purge us. 

Lord, what an Alchymiſt arc thou, whoſe skif 
Trſaſmures to perfe& Govd from perfett il) ! 
oO 2 
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Emblemes, 
V, 
PSALM 119. 37. 


Turn away mine eyes from regarding Vanity, 


I 

Ow like the threds of flax 

That rouch rhe flame, are my inflam'd defires / 
How like to yielding wax 

My! ſoul diſſolve before theſe wanton fares ! 
The fire but tquck'd, the flame bur felr, 
Like flax, I burn like wax, I mchk; 
2 


O how this fleſh doth draw 

My fetter'd ſoul to that deceitful fire ? 
And how the eternal Law 

Is baffled by the law of n defire / 
How truely bad, how ſeeming good 
Areall the lays of fleſh and blood 2 


O wretched ſtate of men, 

The height of whoſe ambition is to borrow 
What muſt be paid again 

With gripiag int'reſt ofthe next dayes ſorrow ! 
How wild his though $! How apt to range ? 

. How apt tovary ! Apt to change / 


How intricate and nice 

Is mans perplexed way to mans defire! 
Sometimes upon the ice 

He flips, and ſometimes falls into the fire 3 
His progreſs is extream and bold, 


Or very hot, or very cold. - 7153] 
O 3 The - 
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5 


The common food he - doth 2 
Suftain his ſoul-rormenting thoughts withal] , 
in hy mouth yy nxt hand 
To fight, anEin his Neart, to morrow gall; 
'Tis oftentimes, within ap hour, | 
Both very ſweet and very ſowre,, , 
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» $- 113-4 o 93; M11 © 
If ſweet Coriang-fmiley . © 1 
A Heav'n of joy breaks down into his heart 
” Corinna frowns a while ? Ty 
Hels torments are but copies of his {mart < 
Within a luſtful heart doth ,dwell _ 
A feeming Heave'n, a very Hell, , 


| 7 


Thus worthleſs, vain, andvoia” | 
- Of comfort, are the fruits of earths employment, 
* Whichere th gprenmy's "erin | 

Piſtra&t us, and & roy us in th'enjo ment ; 
* Theſe be the p{caſures that are ae d 
When Hea'vens cheap Lenfnogfl ſtarids deſpis'd. 


$ 


Lord, quench thefehaſtie flaſhes, 
Which dart as lightning from the thand'ring skies, 
And ev'1y minuze;dafhes. Ie gh 
-». Againſt the wanton. windows of mine eyes ; 
+ - -- Lord, cloſe the caſemet, whilſt I ſtand 
-Pefiind the curtain of thy hand. © 
| y S. AUGUST; 
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S. AUGUST, Soliloq. cap. 4. 

0 thau Sun that illuminateth both Heaven and Earth! Wo 
he unto thoſe eyes which do not behold thee : Wo be unto thoſe 
blinde eyes which cannot behoJd thee : Wo be unto thoſe which 
turn away their eyes that they will not behold thee : Wo be uns 
to thoſe that turn away therr_eyes \that they may behold va- 
nity, #R. 


S. CHRY'S. ſup. Mat. 19 


What is the evill woman but the enemy. of Friendſhip, an 
unavoidable pain, a pg miſchief, @ natural tent ation, a 
deſirable calamity, a domeſtich danger,” a-delefable incon- 
y pry and the nature of evil painted over with-the colour 
of good, 
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' Tis vain, great God,to cloſe mirte eyes frott ill, 
When I reſolve to keep the old-manyſti}'; * - ! 
My rambling heart -muſt* covenant firſt with.thee, 
Or none can pals betwixrt mine eye and me, 

O4 


£mblemes, 


Book 4: _ Emblemes; 
MW 
'EST HER7, 3. 


If ! have found favour on | thy ſiaht, and if tt 
pleaſe the King, let my life be given me at 
my petttipns 


ou art the Great Aſſaerns , whole command 
Doth ſtretch from Pcle to Pole;the world's thy land; 

Rebellious Fafti's the corrupred will = 
Which being call'd, refuſes ro. fulfill 
Thy juſt command : £fther , whoſe rears condole 
The razed City's the regen'rate Soul 3 
A captive maid , whom thou wilr pleaſe to prace 
With nuptial Honours in ſtout Kaſth?'s place : 
Her kinſman, whoſe un bended knee did thwart 
Proud Haman's glory, is the fleſhly part : 
The ſober —nabk 4 thar recall'd ro mind 
The new built gibber ( Haman had divin'd 
For his own ruin ) fifry cubits high, 
ks luſtful-rhoughr-controlling chaſtity 3 
Inſulting Haman is that fleſhly luſt 
Whole red-hot fury, far a ſeaſon , mnſt 
Triumph in pride, and ſtudy how to tread 
On Mordecay, till royal Eſther plead. 

Great King, my ſent-for /afbti will not come 3 
Olet the oyl'o'th blefled Virgins womb y 
Cleanſe my poor Eſther ; look, O look upon her 
With gracious eyes ; and let thy Beam of honour 
$ ſeour her captive ſtains, that ſhe may prove 
an haly Objett of thy Heavenly love « 

| | Anoins 


elo Emble mes. 
Anoint her with the Spiknard of thy graces, ' 

Then try the (weetnels of her chaſt embraces : 

Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed, 

And ſet thy Royal Crown upon her head : 

If then ambitious Haman chance to ſpend 

His ſpleen on Mordecay, that ſcorns to bend 

The wilful ſtifneſs of his ſtabborn knee, 

Or baſely crouch to any Lord bur thee 3 ' 

If. weeping, Efther ſhould prefer a grone- _ 

- Beforethe high tribunal Throne, 

Hold forth thy Golden Sceprer, and afford 

The gentle audience of a gracious Lord : 

And let thy;Royal Efther be | Long 

Qt balfrhy Kingdom, at her dear. requeſt: 

Curb luſtful Haman; him that would diſgrace, | 
Nay, raviſh thy fair Queen hefore thy face : "M0 
And as proyd Haman was himſelf caſnar'd | 
On that ſelf-gibbet, that himſelf prepar'd; 

So nail my Juſt, both puniſhment aad guilt, 

On that dear Croſs thatzming own luſts have built. 
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S. AUGUST. mEp, 
0 holy ſpirit, always inſpire me with holy works. Conſtrain 
ne, that I may do : Counſel me, that I may love thee ; Con- 
frm me, that I may hold thee 3 Conſerve me, that I may nat 


bſe thee. 


S. AUGUST. ſup. Joan. 


The ſpirit luſts where the fleſh refteth : For as the fleſh is 
muriſhed with ſweet thnigs, the Spirit refreſhed with ſowre. 


Ibidem. 
Wouldft thou that thy fleſh obey thy =_ 2 Then let thy 
hirit obey thy God : Fhou muſt be governed, that thuu maſt 
govern, 


"4. EPIG. 8. 
Of Mefty and Juſtice is thy Kingdom builr ; 
iS Plagues my fin; andthat removes my guilt; 
When ere T ſue, Aſuerus-like decline 
Thy Scepter ; Lord, ſay, Half my Kingdome's thine, 


Emblemes, 


VII, 
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SI 


VI. 


CANTICLES. 7. 1t: 


Come, my beloved, let us g0 forth into the fields, 
and let'us remain 1n the villages, 


4 
Chrift. Soul, 


Chr. WOme, Come, my dear, and let ns hoth rerire 
And whiff the dainries of the fragrant fields 2 
Where warblingPhiPmel,and the ſhrill mouth'd quire 
Chaunt forth their raptures; where the Turtle builds 
Her lovely neſt ; and where the new born brier 
Breaths forth the ſweetneſs that her April yields: 
Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us tric 
| Theſe rural delicates ; where thou and I. 
May melt in private flames, and fear no ſtander by. 


2 


Foul, My hearts eternal joy, in lieu of whom 
The earth's a blaſt and all the world's a bubble 3 
Our City-manfion is the faireſt home, 
But Country ſweets are tang'd with leſſer trouble: 
* Let's try them both, and chuſe the better ; come 3 
A change in pleaſure, makes the pleaſure doable : 
On thy commands depends may go or tarry 
P11 ſtir with Martha, or Pll ſtay with Mary : 
Ourhearrs are firwuly fixr, although her pleaſures vary, 


F 
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3 


Chr. Our Countrey-manſion- ( fituate on high ) of 
With various Objedts, ſtill renews delightz | & 
Her arched roof's of unſtain'd Ivory : M 
Her wall's of fiery-ſparkling Chryſolite ; tr, 
Her pavement is of hardeſt Porphyry ; 

Her ſpacious windows are all glaz'd with bright 

And flaming Carbuncles; noneed require 

Titans faint rayes, or Vulcan's feeble fire; 
And eve'ry Gate's a Pearl; and every Pearl,entire, 


4 


Soul. Fool that T was ! how were my thoughts decciv'd 
How falſely was my fond conceirt poſſeſt! 
I took it for an Hermitage but Pav d 
And daub'd with neighbr'mg dirt, & thacht at 
Alas, I nev'r expetted more, nor crav'd ; (beſt; 
'«# A Turtle hop'd butfor a Turtles neſt : 
| Come,come, my dear, and let no idle ſtay 

Negle&th' advantage of the head-ſtrong day; 
How pleaſure grates that feels the curb of dultdelay; 


5 


Chr, Come then, my Joy 3 let our divided paces _. ;. « 
Condud us to our faireſt territory ; , 
O there we'll rwine our ſouls in ſyeer embraces; 
Soul, ..  . And in thine arms I'll cell, my paſſion-ſtory : 
Chr.  Othere I'l] crown. thy head with all my graces ; 
Soul. , And all thole graces ſhall refleR thy glory : 
Chr, ', OthereTll feed thee with celeſtial Manna 3 
. ...., Til be thy Tſhana. Soul. And I, thy Hanna. 
C.Fil ſound my claw] $tJoy. $ And DM reſound Hoon 
1 4s 9 [ 2 S.BER ! 


I ot = 


Book; 4; Emblemes; 215 


S. BERN. 

0 bleſſed Contemplation ! The death of vices, and the life 
of virtues / Thee, the Law and Prophets admire : Who 
ever attained perfe&ion, if not by thee ! 0 bleſſed Solitude, the 
Magazine of Celeftial Treaſure ! by thee things earthly, and 
tranſitory, are changed into Heavenly, and Eternal. 


ipht S.BERN. inEp, 


Happy is that houſe, and bleſſed is that Congregation, 
where Martha fil complaineth of Mary, T” by 


wa”. 


EPIG. 7. 
Mechanick ſoul, thou muſt not only do 
With Martha ; but, with Mary, ponder too 2 
Happy's that houſe where theſe fair ſiſters vary; 
But moſt, when Martha's reconcil'd to Mary. 
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 Emblemes. 


VIII: 
CANTICLES 1. 3. 


Draw me; we wlfollow after thee by the [a- 
wowr of thy good Ointments. 


Hus, like a lump of the corrupted Maſs, 
The ſecure, long loſt before I was : 
And like a block, beneath whoſe burthen lies 
That undiſcover'd worm that never dies, 
Thave no will to rouze, I have no power to riſe, 


Can ſtinking Laz*rus compound or ſtrive 
With deaths entangling fetters, and revive ? 
Or can the water-buried Axe implore 
A hand to raiſc it, or it ſelf reſtore, 
And from her ſandy deeps approach the dry-foot ſhore ? 


$0 hard's the task for Ggnful fleſh and blood 
Tolend the ſmalleſt ſtep to whar is good. 
My God, I cannot move the leaſt degree. 
Ah! If but only thoſe that attive be, 
None ſhould thy glory ſee, none ſhould thy glory (ce. 


But if the Potter pleaſe i inform the clay : .- 
Or ſome ſtrong hand remove the block away : 
. Their lowly fortunes ſoon are mounted higher: 
t proves a veſſel, which before was mire ; 
And this being kewn, may ſerve for berter ule than fire, 


P And 
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And if that life-reſtoring voice command 

Dead Laz*ras forth; or that great Prophets hand 
Should charm the ſullen waters, and begin 
To becken, or to dart a ſtick bur in, 

Dead Lax'rns muſt revive, and th'Axe muſt float again, 


Lord, as I am, I have no pow'r at all 
To hear thy voice or Echo tothy call; 
The gloomy Clouds of mine own guilt benight me z 
Thy glorious beams, not dainty ſweets invite me 3 
They neither can dire& ; nor theſe art all delight me, 


Nc py my fin-bemangled body lies, 
NoBhiving pow'r to will, nor will to riſe / 
Shine home upon thy Creature, and inſpire 
My liveleſs Will with thy regen'rarte fire ; 
The firſt degree todo, . is only to defire. 


a a "w_ wa fo. a. 


Give me the pow'r to Will, the Will to do ; 
O raiſe me up, and I will ſtrive to go: 
Draw me, Odraw me with thy trebble twiſt, 
That have no pow'r but meerly ro refiſt ; 
Olend me ſtrength todo, and then command thy liſt | 


My Soul's a Clock, whoſe wheels (for want of uſe 
And winding up, being ſubjet to th'abuſe 

Of eating ruſt ) wants vigour to fulfill 

Her twelve hours task, and ſhew her makers skill, 
Bur idly ſleeps unmov'd, and ſtandeth wainly ſtill. 


Great God, it is thy work ; and therefore good. 
Tf rhou be plcas'd to cleanſe ir with thy bloud, 
And wind it up with thy ſoul-moving keyes, 
Her bufie wheels ſhall ſerve thee all her dayes ; (praiſe [ 
Her hand ſhall point thy pow'r, her hammer ſtrike ty j 
| 


S. BERN, 


Book 4.  Emblemes, £ 219 


S, BERN Serm, 21. in Cant. 


Let us run, let us run, but inthe ſavour of thy Ointment ,not 
» | in the confidence of our merits, nor in the greatneſs of our 
flrength : we truſt to run. but inthe multitude of thy mercies, 
for though we run and are willing,it is not in him that willeth, 
nor in him that runneth,but in God that ſheweth mercy, 0 let 
thy mercy return, and we will run: Thou libe a Gyant , run- 
eft by thy own power ; we, uuleſs thy Ointment breath upon us, 
cannot run, 


EPIG. 8. 
Look nor, my Watch, being once repair'd to ſtand 
ExpeRing motion from thy Maker's hand. 
Has wound thee up, and cleans'd thy Cogs with hloud : 
now thy wheels ſtand ſtill thou artn-: good. 
of 
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| + whe 
CANTICLES. 8, 1. 


0 that thou wert as my Brother, that ſucked the 
_ of my mother z when 1 ſbould find thee 
without, I would kiſs thee, 


! 


Ome, come, my bleſſed Infant, and immure thee 
Within the temple of my ſacred arms; 
Secure mine arms, mine arms ſhall then ſecure thee 
From Herod's fury, or the High-Prieſts harms : 
Or if thy danger'd life ſuſtain a loſs, 
My folded arms ſhall turn thy dying croſs. 


2 


But ah 3 what ſavage Tyrant can behald 
The beauty of ſo ſweet a face,as this is, 
And not himſelf be by himſelf controul'd, 
And change his fury to a thouſand kiſſes ? 
One ſmile of thine is worth more Mines of treaſure 
Than there be Myriads in the dayes of Ceſar. 


3 


0, had the Tetrarch, as he knew by birth, 
So known thy ſtock, he had nor ſought ro paddle 
In thy dear bloudz bur proſtrate on the earth '-, + 
Had vail'd his Crown before thy Royal Cradle; - 
An laid the Scepter of his glory down, *: 


And begg'd a Hetvealy for an Earthly Crown, 
P23 Illuftrious 


Emblemes. 
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I[[oftrious Babe / how is thy handmaid grac'd 
With a rich armful / how doſt thou decline, 
Thy Majeſty, that wert ſo late. embrac'd 
In thy great Fathers arms, and now in mire ! 
How humbly graciovs art rhou, to refreſh 
Me with thy Spirit, and aſſume my fleſh ! 


5 


Bur muſt the treaſon of a traitour 's Hail 
Abuſe the ſweetneſs of theſe ruby lips ? 
Shall marhle-hearted cruelry affail 
Theſe Alabaſter-fides with knotred whips ? 
And muſt theſe (ſmiling Roſes entertain 
The blows of ſcorn, and tflurts of baſe diſdain ? 


6 


Ah! mvſt theſe dainty little ſprings that rwine 
S$o faſt about thy neck, he pierc'd and torn 
With ragged nails ? and muſttheſe brows refign 
Their Crown of Glory for a crown of thorn ? 
Ah, muſt this bleſſed infant taſte rhe pain 
Of deaths injurious pangs 3 nay worſe, he ſlain ? 


7 


Sweet Babe / At what dear rates-do wretched I 
Commit a fin ! Lord, ev'ry fin's a dart ; 
And ev'ry treſpaſs lets a javeljn flie ; 
And ev'ry javelin. wounds thy bleeding heart - 
Pardon (weer Bahe, what I have done amiſs ; 
And feal thar granted pardon with a kils. 


BONAVENT, 


Book 4. F 
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BONAVENT. Soli!loqu, Chap 1. 


0 ſweet Feſu, 1 bnew mt that thy kiſſes were ſoſweet, nor 
th ſociety ſo dele&} able, nor thy attration ſo virtuous : For 
when Tlove thee, T am clean ; when I touch thee, I am chaſte; 
when Treceive thee [am a Virgin : O moſt ſweet Feſu, thy 
embraces defile not, but cleanſe ;, thy attra#tion polluteth not 
but ſan#tifieth : 0 Feſu the fountain of univerſal ſweetneſs, 
pardon me that T believed þo late, that ſo much ſweetneſs 1s in 
thy embraces. 
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My burthen's grea 7 Jernot Atlas beaſR®." ( 
Impartial Reader, Judge which bears the'noft': 
He bears but Heav'n,my folded army fuſtain 
Heav'ns maker, whem Heav'ns Heav'n cannet contain. 
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X. 


CANTICLES 3.1, 


In my bed by night I ſought him that my ſoul 
leveth , I ſought him, but 1. found bim 
uot, 


13 learned Cynick having loft the wa 

To honeſt men, did in the height of day, 

By Taper-light, divide his ſteps about 

The - 5g ſtreets to find this Dainty out 5 

But fail'd : The Cynick ſearch'd not where he ought :; 
The thing he ſought for, was not where he ſought. 
The Wiſe-mens task ſeem'd harder to be done, 

The Wiſe-men did by Star-light ſeek the Sun. 

And found : the Wiſe-men ſearch'd it where they ought; 
The thing he hop'd to find was where they ſought. 
One ſeeks his wiſhes where he ſhould 3 but then 
Perchance he ſeeks not as he ſhould ; nor when. 
Another ſearches when he ſhould ; but there 

He fails 3 not ſeeking as he ſhould, nor where : 
Whoſe ſoul defires the good it wants, and would 
Ohtain, muſt ſeek Where, As, and When he ſhould. 
How often have my wild affe&ions led 

My waſted ſoul to this my widew'd bed, 

Toſeek my lover, whom my ſoul defires ? 

(I ſpeak not, Cupids of thy wanton fires : 

Thy fires are all bur dying ſparks to mine ; 

My flames are full of Heav'n, and all Divine ) 

How often have I ſought this bed by night, 


Tofind that greater by this lefſer light ! 


How 
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How oft have my wmwirneſt groans lamented | 
Thy deareſt abience ! Af, how often vented 


The bitter rempeſts of defpairing breath, 


And toſt my ſoul ppon rhe waves of death ! f 
How ofren has my melrimg heart made choice {A 
Of filenr rears, (rears louder than a voice ) by 
To plead my grief, and woe thy abſent car / 4 
and yer thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear ; he 
O is thy wamed lovehecome (o cold ? " 
Or do mine eyes nor feck rhee where they ſhould ! ls 
Why do ſeck thee, if thou arr not here ? th 


Or find thee nor, if rhou art ev'ry where ? 

I ſee my errour,it is not firange I could nor 
Find out my-love : I ſought him where | ſhould not 
Thou art not found m downy beds of caſe ; 
Alas, thy muſick ſtrikes on harder keyes : 

Nor art thou found by that falſe feeble light 

Of Natures candle, err Egyptian night * 

Is more than commen darkneſs ; nor can we 
Exped a morning, but what breaks from thee. 
well may my empry bed bewail thy loſs, 

When thou art lodg'd upon thy ſhameful croſs - 
If thou refuſe ro ſhare a bed with me, 

We'l never part, F1 ſhare croſs wirh thee. 


ANSELM. 
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ANSELM. in Prorolop. r. 


[ ord, if thou art not preſent; where ſhall T ſeek thee abſent 
Fevery where, why do T not ſee thee preſent ? Thou dwelleft 
i light fracceſiible 3, and whey » 15 that tacceſiible light 2 Or 
how hall I have acceſ# t9 light tracceſable ? T hbeſeech thee 
Lord, reach we to ſeeb thee, and ſhew thy ſelf to the ſeeher ; 
becauſe I can neither ſeek thee, unleſs thou teach me, nor finde 
thee, unleſs thou ſhew thy ſelf to me: Let me ſeek thee, in 
deforing thee, and deſire thee in ſeeking thee 3 Let me. find 
thee in laving thee, and love thee in finding thee. © \..s 


EPIG. 10. 
Where ſhouldſt thou ſeek for reſt, burin thy bed / 
But now thy reſt is gone, thy reſt is fled : 
M Tis vain to ſeek him there : My ſoul be wile; 
= I Goark thy fin's; they'll rell chee, where he lies, 
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XI, 
CANTICLES 3. 2: 


I will riſe, and go about the City, and will ſeek 
him,that my ſoul loveth : 1 ſought him, but 
I found him not. 


() How my pp ſoul's perplext ! 
How reſtleſs thoughts ſwarm in my troubled breft 
How vainly pleas'd with hopes, then croſlely vext 
With fears ! And how betwixt them both diſtreſt ! 
What place is left unranſack'd ? Oh, where next 
Shall T go ſeek the Authour of my reſt ? 
Of what bleſs'd Angel ſhall my lips enquire 
The undiſcover'd way to that entire 
And everlaſting ſolace of my hearts defne ? 


2 


Look how the ſtricken Hart that wounded flies 
Or'rhills and dales, and ſeeks the lower grounds 
For running ſtreams, the whilſt his weeping eyes 
Beg ſilent mercy from the following Honnds 3 
At length, emboſt, he droops, drops down, and lies 
; Beneath the burrhen of his bleeding wounds : 
Ev'n ſo my gaſping ſoul, difloly'd in tears, 
Doth ſearch for thee, my God, whoſe deafned cars 
Feaye me th* unranſom'd Pris'ger to my panick fears, 
Whers 
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Where have my hufje eyes not pry'd ? O where, 
Of whom hath nor my thred- hare tongue demanded? 
I fearch'd this glorious Ci: y ; he's not here : 
T ſoughr che Country ; ſhe ſtands empty-handed ; 
I ſearch'd the Court ; he is a ſtranger there: 
I ask'd the land ; he's ſhipp'd: the ſea : he's landed: 
\\Iclimb'd the air, my thoughts began t' aſpire ; 
But ah / the wings of my . too bold defire, 
Soaring too near the Sun, were ſindg'd with ſacred fire, 
4 
T mov'd the Merchant's ear; alas, but he 
Knew, neither whar I ſaid,nor what to ſay : 
T ask'd the Lawyer he demands a fee, 
'And'then demurrs me with a vain delay : 
F ask'd-the Schoolman : his advice was free, 
But.ſcor,d mg cut too intricate a way : 
T ask'd the Watch-man ( beſt of all rhe four,) 
Whoſe gentle anſwer could reſolve no more, 
But thac he Jately left him at the Temple door. 


5 


Thus having ſought, and made my great inqueſt 
In ev'ry place, and (earch'd in ey'ry ear : 
I threw me on my hed ; but ah ? my reſt 
Was poiſon'd with th' extremes of griefand fear } 
Where, looking down into my troubled breſt,, 
The-Magazine of wounds, I found him there : 
Let others hunt, and ſhew their ſporrful Art ; 
F with to catch the Hare before ſhe ſtarr, 
As Potchers uſe to do; Heay*ns Form's a troublcd heart. 


S. AMBROS 


d? 
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S. AMBROS. lib.3. de Vizg. 
Chriſt is not in the market, not in ftreets : Far Chriſt is 
Peace, inthe ppt? are firifes : Chrift te Felon is the mar- 
t is iniquity : Chrift is a Lebourer anthe market is i 
E ft is Charity, in the market 1s ſlander - Chriſt is _ 
the market is fraud: Let ws not therefore ſeck Chriff,, where we 
cannot finde Chrift. 


S. HIER ON, Ser. 9. Ep. 22 ad Euſtoch, 
gfus is jealous : He will not have thy face feen - Let fos- 
iſo Virgins ramble abroad, ſeek, this thy Love at beeve. 


a 


E PIG. 11. 


What loſt thy love 2 will neither hed nor board 
Receive him 2 Not by tears to be implorid ? 

It is the Ship that moves, and nor the Coaſt; 

I fear, I fear, my ſoul, tis thou art loſt, 
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XII, 
CANTICLES 3.3. 


Have. ou ſeen him wh); my Soul Ioveth 2 
When 4 had pa#t a little from themy then 1 
found him\l too hold on him,and left him not. 


k. 


MM Tom ſecret corner ? What unwontfed way 
'V. Has (cap'd the ranſack of my rambling thought? 
The Fox by night, nor the dull Owl by day, 

Have never ſearch'd thoſe places I have ſonght, 
Whilſt they lamented, abſence taught my breaſt 
The ready road to prief, without requeſt ; 

My day had neither comfort, nor my night had reſt. 


2. 


Now hath my unregarded languape vented 
The ſad taurologies of laviſh paiſion 3 
How ofren have 1 languiſh' d unlamented ! 
How oft have I complain'd, without compailion ! 
I afk*d the Ciry-watch,bur ſoine deny'd me 
The common ſtreer, whilſt others wou!d miſguideme, 
Some would debar me; ſome,divert me; ſome, deride me, 


3 
Mark how the Widow'd Turtle, having loſt 
The faithful partner of her loyal heart, 
Strerches her feeble wings trom coaſt to coaſt, 
Hawnrs ev'ry path 3 thinks every ſhade doth part 
Hec ayent Love, and her; art lengrhunſped, 
She re-betakes her ro ker lonely bed, 
And there hew 2 il; her everlaſting Widow-head. 


Q 


Wo 
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So, when my Soul had progreſt ev'ry place, 
That love and dear affettion could contrive, 
I threw me on my couch, reſolv'd t' embrace 
A death for him in whom I ceas'd to live : 
Burt there injurious Hymen did preſent 
His landskip joyes z my pickled eyes did vent 
Full ſtreams of-Briny tears, tears never to be ſpent, 


& os 
Whilſt thus my ſorrow-waſting ſoul was feeding 
tponthe rad'cal humour of her thought, 
Ev'n whilſt mine eyes were blind, and heart was bleeding 
He that way fopght, unfound, was found, unſought, h 
As if the Sun ſhould dart his orbe of light, .... 
Into the-ſecrets of the black-brow'd night.:;- - 
Ev'n ſo appear'd By Love, my fole, my ſouls delight. 


6. 


O how mine eyes now raviſh'd at the fighe 
Of my bright $un-ſhot flames 6fequal fire ! 
4h! how my (out diſfoly'd with o'r-delight, 
T o re-enjoy the Crown of clit 'defire ! 
Hor ſor'reipn joy depos'd and diſpoſſeſt 
Reteolhovs prick / And how thy aviſh'd breaft-- 
But who can prefs thoſe hetphes,/thar cannot be expreſt : 


. 


Book 4, 


FF Te = = + == 


O how the args, theic greedy arus dig twine, 
And itronely twift about his yielding waſt ! 
The ſappy branches of the Theipian Vine _ 
Nev 'r cling?d their lets beloved Elm lo faſt ; 
Beaſt nor thy James, blind Loy, thy feather d ſhot ; wW 
{.e: Tymens catic ſnarles be quite forgot : He 
Timc cannot grenchour fires,nor death difſolve our knot, 
(121 G, 
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ORIG. Hom. Io. in diverſ; 


0 moft holy Loyd! and ſweeteft Maſter, how good art thou to 
thoſe that are of upright heart,and humble ſpirit!0 how bleſſed 
are they that ſeek thee with a ſimple heart ! How happy that 
traſt in thee / It is 4 #offeertain truth, that thou loveſt all 
that love thee, and nevet;forſakeſt thoſe that truſt in thee: or 
behold thyLove fi webt thee, and undoubtedly found thee: 
Shee trufted in thee,,and 18 not forſaken of thee, but hath 05- 
tained more by thee, than ſhee expeed from thee. 


BEDA in cap, 3. Cant. 


The longer Twas in finding whom I ſought,the more earneft- 
lh T held him being found, - IONS 
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EPIG. 12. 


What ?-found him our ? let ſtrong embraces bind him ; 
fle'l flie perchance, where tears can never find him, 
New fins will loſe, what old repentance gains, 
Wiſdom nor only gets, but got retains, 

Q 2 
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Lord Lav pu ny tu nf agg od 2 | 
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X11. 


PS ALM 7 &. 2'S, 


It is good ſor mr to iran near ty Gods | have 


put my) trujl 1a the Lyra Gol, 


tt 


Sp) 
M 


wW Here is that Good, which wiſe-men pleaſe to ai! 


The chiefeſt ? Doth there are any ſuch befal) 
Within mans reach ? or is there ſuch a Good at al! : 


If ſuch there be, ir neither muſt _ 
Nor change; than which there can 
Such good muſt be the utter point of man's defire. 


Ir is the Mark, to which all hearts muſt trend 1 
Can be deſired for no other end, 
Than for it ſelf, on which all other Goods depend. 


What may this Excellent he 2 doth ir ſubſiſt 
A real Eflence clouded in the midſt 
Ot curious Art, or clear to ev'ry eve that liſt - 


Or is't a tart Idea, to procure 
An edpe, and keep the prattick ſoul in ure, 
Like that dear Chymick duft, or puzling Quadr=ture 


Where ſhall I ſcek this 2 Where ſhall I find 
This Cach'lik pleaſure, whole ezareams may hind 
My thoughts ? and fill the gulf of my i8fariate mind ? 


Lies it in Treaiure ?-Tn full he2vs untold ? 
Doth gowty Mammvn 's pgriping hand infold 
This ſacred Saint in ſacred ſhrines of fov reign. gold ? 


Q 3 


e nothing higler : 


NO 
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" _ No, no; ſhelies not there ; wealth ofren ſoars 
In keeping 3 makes us hers, in ſeeming ours; 


She ſljdes from Heay'n indeed, but not in Danae s ſhowrs, 


Lives fhe in honour ? no. The royal Crown 
Builds up a creature, aud then batters down 2: 


Kings raiſe thee with a ſmile, and raze thee witha frown. 


In pleaſure ? no. Pleaſure begins in'rage 3 
Atts the fools part on earth's uncertain ſtage ; 
Begins the play in youth, and Epilogues in age. 


Theſe, thefe are baſtard goods ; the beſt of theſe 
Torment the ſoul with pleafing it, and pleaſe, 
Like waters gulp'd in fevers with deceirful caſe 


Earths flatt'ring dainties are but ſweet diſtreſles : 
Mole hills perform the mountains ſhe profeſſes, 
Alas, can earth confer more good than earth poſleſles ? 


Mount, mount my ſoul, and let my thoughts caſhier 
Earths vain delights, .and make the full carier 


At Heay'ns crernal joyes ; ſtop, ſtop, thy Courſer there. 


There trall thy ſoul poſſeſs uncarefultreaſure, 
There ſhalt chou ſwim in never-fading pleaſure : 
And blaze in honour far above the frowns of C:ſar. 


Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefeſt Good, no need to call 
For carths mferiour traſh 3 Thou, thou art All in All. 
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S. AUGUST Soliloqu. @p. 13, 


I follow this thing : Tparſue that but am filled with nothing. 
But when I found thee, who art that immutable, individed, 
and only good, in my ſelf, what I obtained, I wanted nat ; for 
what T obtained not, I grieved not , with what 1 was poſſeſt, 
my whole deſire was ſatisfied. 


S. BERN. Ser. 9. ſup. beati qui habent, 8c. 

Let others pretend merit: let him brag of the burthen of the 
day : let him boaft of his Sabbath faſts, and let him glory that 
he is not another men : but for me, it is good to cleave unty the 
L1rd, and to put my truſt in my Lord God, 


EPIG. 13. 
Let Boreas blaſts, and Neptunes waves be join'd, 
Thy Eolus commands the waves, the wind : 
Fear not the Rocks or Worlds 1mperious waves : 
Thou climbſt a rock { my ſoul ) a rock that faves, 
Q 4 
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XIV. 
CABHICSLES 3... 


] [at under his ſhadow with great delight. and 
bis fruit was (weet ta my taſte, 


I 


Ook how the ſheep, whoſe rambling ſteps do ſtray 
From the ſafe bleiſing of her Shepheards eyes, 
Efrſoon becomes the unprotetted prey 
Tothe wing'd ſquadron of beleagring flies ; 
Where ſweltered with the ſcorching beams of day, 
She frisks from buſh to brake, and wildiy flies 
From her own ſelf, ev'n of her ſelf afraid ; 
She ſhrouds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade, 
And craves the mercy of the ſoft removing ſhade. 


2 


Ev'n ſo my wandring ſoul, that hath digreſt 
From her great Shepherd, 1s the hourly prey 
Ofall my fins. Theſe vultures in my breaſt 
Gripe my Promethean heart both nighr and day 
[ hunt from place to place, but find noreſt ; 
I know not where to go, nor where to ſtay : 
The eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade 
My (welt'ring foul : My ſoul hath oft aſlaid, 
But ſhe can find no ſhroud, but ſhe can feel no ſhade. 
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I ſought the ſhades of Mirth, to wear away | 
My ſIcw pac'd hours of ſoul conſuming grief; 
I ſearch'd the ſhades of ſleep, to eaſe my day 
Of griping ſorrows with a nights repriefe 
I ſought the ſhades of death : thought therer' allay 
My final torments with a full relief : 
But mirth, nor ſleep, nor death, can hide my hours 
In the falſe ſhades of their deceitful bowrs ; 
The firſt diſtra&ts, the next diſturbs, the laſt devours, 


4 


Where ſhall T turn ? To whom ſhal! T apply me 2 
,  Arethere no ſtreams where a fain: Soul may wade? 
Thy God-head, Jeſus, arc the tiames that fry me ; 
Hath thy All-glorious Deity never a ſhade, 
Where [| may fit and vengeance never eye me, 
Where I might fit refreſh'd or unafraid ? 
Is there no comfort 2 Is there no refe&ion 2 
Is there no cover that will give proteRion 
T* a fainting ſoul, the ſubject of thy wraths reticxion 7 


5 


Look up, my ſoul, advance the lowly ſtature 
Of thy ſad thoughts ; advance thy humble eye : 
SCe, here's a ſhadow found-: The humane nature 
Is made th' Umbella to the Diety, 
To catch rhe Sun-beams of thy juſt Creator : 
Beneath this covert thou maiſt ſafely lie : 
Permit rhine eyes to climb this iruicful tree, 
As quick Zachens did, and thou ſhalr ſee 


A cloud of dying fleſh hetwixt thole beams and thee, - l 
at 


GUS 
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GUTIL. in cap. 2. Cant- 

Who can endure the fierce rayes of the Sun of Fuftice ? Who 

all not be conſumed by his beams ? Therefore the Sun of Fn- 

ice took fleſh, that rhrough the conjunton of that Sun and 

this humane body a ſhadow may be made. 


|S, AUGUST. Med, cap. 37- 


Lord , let my ſonl flee from the ſcorching thoughts of the 
world under the covert of thy wings,that being refreſhed by the 
mideration of thy ſhadow, ſhe may ſing merrily, In peace will 
[lay me down and reſt. 


EPIG. 14- 


Ah, treach'rous Soul, would no thy pleaſures give 
That Lord, which made the living, leave to live ? 
ſee what thy fins have done : thy fins have made 
11, [ſhe Sun of Slory now become thy ſhade, 
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XV. 
PSALM 137. 4. 


How foall we ſing a ſong of the Lord 


ſtrange land £ 


jhec me no'more : this airy mirth belongs 


The ſprightly ewang of the melodious Lute 
Aprees not with my voice : and both unſure 

My untun'd fortunes : the affetted meaſure 

Of trains, that are conſtrain'd,afford no pleaſure. 
Muſick's the Child of Mirth ; where pricts affail 
The troubled ſoul, both voice, and fingers fail : 
Let ſuch as ravell our their laviſh dayes 

In honourable riot ;. that can raiſe 

Dejeted hearts, and conjure up a {Þ'rit 

Of madneſs by the Magick of delight ; 

Let thoſe of Cupids Hoſpital, that lie 

impatient Patients to a ſmiling eye, 

That cannot reſt, until vain hope beguile 

Their flatter'd torment with a wanton (mile ; 


Offroward Fortune with their frolick ſongs : 

My grief, my prief's too great for ſmiling eyes 

To cure, or counter-charms to eXorcize. 

The Ravens diſmal ccoaks, the midnight how 1s 
Of empty Wolves mixt with the (creech of Owls, 
Fhe nine ſad knolls of a dull paiting Bell 
With the !oud language of a nightly knell, 


_ 


To berrer rimes - theſe times are not for ſongs. 


Let ſuch redeem their peace, and falve the wrongs 


245 
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And horcid ont-cries of revenged crimes , 
Join'd in a medley's mufick for theſe rimes 3 
Theſe are no times to rouch the merry ſtring 
Of Orpheus ; no, theſe are no times to ſing 
Can hide-bound Pris*ners,that have ſpent their ſonls, 
And famiſh'd bodies inthe noiſome holes 

Of hell-black dungeons, apt their rougher throats, 
Grown hoarſe with begging alms, to warble notes g 
Can the ſad Pilgrim, thar hath loſt his way 

In the vaſt defart 3 there condemn'd a prey 

To the wild ſubje&, or his ſavage King, 

Rouze up his palſie ſmitten ſpirits, and ſing * 

Can Ia Pilgrim, and a Pris'ner too, 

( Alas ) where T am neither known, nor know 
Ouyhr but my torments, an unranſom'd ſtranger 

In this ſtrange climare, in a land of danger ? 

O, can my voice be pleaſant or my hand, 

Thus made a Pris'ner to a forein land ? 

How can my mufick reliſh in your ears , 

That cannor ſpeak for ſobs, nor ſing for tears ? 

Ah, if my voice could, Orpheus-like, unſpell 

My poor Exrydice, my ſoul, from hell 

Ot earths miſconſtru'd Heaven, O then my breaſt 
Should warble airs, w oſe rhapſodies ſhould feaſt 
The ears of Seraphims, and entertain 

Heayns higheft Deiry with their lofty ſtrain, 

A ftrain well drench'd in the true Theſpian Well, 
Tul then, earths Semiquaver, mirth, fareweL 
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S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 33. 


0 infimrely haypy are thoſe heavenly virtues which are able 
to praiſe thee in h9iineſs and purity, with exceſſive ſweetneſs 
and inutterable exultation! From thence they praiſe thee,from 
whence tbey rejoice, becauſe they continnaliy ſee for what they 
rejoice,for what they praiſe thee: But we preſt down with this 
purthen of fleſh, far removed from thy countenance in this pil- 
rimage, and blown up with worldly vanities, cannot worthily 
raiſe thee: We praiſe thee by faith; not face to face: but thoſe * 
ingelical ſpirits praiſe thee face to face, and not by faith 


EPIG. 15, - 


Did I refuſe to ſing 2? ſaid I theſe times 

Were not for ſongs ? nor muſick for theſe climes ? 

It was my errour : are not groans and tears 
'© TF Harmonious raptures inth*' Almighty's cars ? 
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I. 
CANTICLESs.8. 


& ; 
THE FIF 


[ charge you, O daughters of Jeruſalem, if 
you find my beloved, that you tell him that [ 
am (ich of lawve, 


Yu holy Virgins,thas ſo oft ſurround 
The cities Saphire walls, whoſe ſnawy feet 
Meaſure the pearly paths of ſacred ground 
And trace the new Jerus'lems Jaſper ſtreet ; 
Ah, you whoſe care forſaken hearts are crown'd 
With your beſt wiſhes ; thar enjoy the ſweer 
Of all your hopes; Ife're you chance to ſpic 
My abſent Love, O tell him that I lie 
Deep wounded with the flames that futnac'd from his eye; 


2 


| charge you, Yirgins , as yow hope to hear 
The heav*nly muſfick of your Lovers voice; 
I charge you by the ſolemn faith you bear 
To plighted vows,and to that layal choice 
Of your affections, or, if ought more dear 
You hold ; by Hymen, by your marriage joyes, 
I _ you cell him,that a flaming darr, 
Short from his eye hath pierc'd my bleeding heart 3 
indTam fick of love, and languiſh in my (mart. + 
D "" ref 
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3 


. © Tell him, O tell him, how my panting breaſt 


Is ſcorch'd with flames and how my ſoul is pin'd ; 


, Fe Tell him, O tell him, how T lie oppreſt 


With the full rorments of a troubled mind 
© rell him; tell him, that he loves in jeſt, 
Butfl incarneſt 4 tell him he's unkind : 
But if a diſcontented frown appears 
Lpon his angry brow, accoſt his ears. 
With ſoft and fewer words, and a& the reſt in tears, 


q 


O tell him, that his cruelties' deprive 
' My ſoul of peace, while peace in vain ſhe ſeeks | 
Tell him thoſe damask roſes, that did ſtrive | 
With white, both fatle, upon my fallew cheeks ; 
Tell him, no token doth 'proclaim I live, / -'- 
But tears, and ſighs, and ſobs,and ſudden ſhticks ; 
Thus if your piercing words ſhould chance to bore 
His hearkning ear, and move a figh, giveore 
To ſpcak ; and rel! him--Tel him, that TI could no more; 


5 


If four elegious breath ſhould hap to rouze 
A happy tear, cloſe hatb'ring in his eye, 
Then urge his plighted faith, the ſacred vows, 
Which neither I can break, nor he deny 3 
Bewail the torments of his loyal Spouſe, 
That for his ſake-would make a ſport todie 2 
O bleſſed Virgins how my paſſion tires 
Beneath the burthen of her fond deſires ! 
Kecay'n never ſhor ſach flames, earth never felt ſuch ey L 
"1 | ky A [l F 
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S. AUGUST. Med, cap. 40: 
What ſhall Tſay ? What ſhall I do ?- Whither ſhall Tgo? 
Where ſhall Tſeek him? Or when ſhall T find him? Whom 
ſhall T ask ? Who will tell my beloved that I am ſick of Love? 


GULIEL, in cap. 5. Cant, 

Tlive, but not T: it is my beloved that liveth in me : The 
my ſelf, not with my own love,but with the love of my beloved 
that loveth me : Tlove not my ſelf in my ſelf, but my ſelf in 
in him, and him in me. 


* THIFE> 
E PEG. r. 
Grieve not (my ſoul) nor let thy love wax faint, 
Weep'ſt thou to loſe the cauſe of thy complaint 2 
He'll come; Love ne'r was bound to times nor laws ; 


Till then thy tears complain _ a cauſe, 
2 
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v. 


CANTICLES 2.5, 


Stay me with flowers, and comfort me with Ap 
ples, for I am ſick with love. 


k 
1 


Tyrant Love! how doth thy ſov'reign pow'r 
Subje@ poor ſou!s to thy imperious thrall! 
They ſay, thy cup's compos'd of ſweet and ſower g 
They ſay, thy diet's honey mixt with ga!l 3 
flow comes it then to pals, theſe lips of ours 
Still trade in bitter z taſt no ſweet art all ? 
O Tyrant love ! Shall our perpetual toil 
Ne'r finde a Sabbath ro refreſh a while 
Our drooping ſouls? Art thou all frowns, and ne'r a ſmile 


2 


You bleſſed Maids of Honour that frequent 
The royal courts of our renown'd ſehove, 
With flow'rs reſtore my ſpirtis faint and ſpent ; 
Ofetch me Apples from Loyes fruitful grove 
To cool my palate, and renew my ſent, © * 
For TI am fick, for I am fick, of love: 
Theſe will revive my dry, my waſted 'Sy 
And they will ſweren my unſay'ry howhs ; 
Refreſh me then with fruit, and _ mGyith flow'rs: 
> | 


0 


- 
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© bring me'apples to aſlwage that fire, 
which Ztna-like inflames my flaming breaſt? 
Nor is it every ApleI defire, a 
Nor that which pleaſes every palate beſt: 
*Tis not the _ Deuzan I require, 
Nor yet the red-cheek'd Queening I requeſt; 
Nor that which firſt beſhrewd'd the name of wife, 
Nor that whoſe beauty caus'd the golden ftrife ; 
No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life, 


4 


Virgins;tuck up your filken laps, and fill ye 
_ _ Withthe fair wealth of Flora's Magazine ; 
The purple Violet and the pale- fac'd Lilly 2 
The Pancy and rhe Organ Columbine z 
The flowring Thyme, the Guilt-bowll Daffadilly 3 
The n= pink, the lofty Eglantine : 
The bloſhing Roſe, the queen of flowers, and beft 
Of Flora's beautie 3 but above the reſt, 


Let Feſſes ſovereign flower perfume my qualming breaſt, 


F 


Haſte, Virgins, hdſte, for Tlie weak and faint, 
Beneath the pangs of love ; why ſtand ye, mute; 
As if your filence neither car'd to grant 3 
Nor yet your language to deny my ſuir 2 
No key can lock the door of my complaint, 
LUnul mel this flower, or taft rhar fruit 5 
Go, Vi 
O,how:my ſoul ſhall bleſs thar happy hour, 


That brings to me ſach fruit, that brings me ſuch a flower; 
| GISTEN, 
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ns, ſeek this tree, and ſearch that bow'r 5 
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Book 5, Emblemes; 


GISTEN, in cap. 2. Cant. Expo. 3; 


0 happy ſickneſs, where the infirmity is not to death, But to 
life, that God may be glorified by it ! 0 happy fever, that pro- 
ceedeth not from a conſuming, but a calcining fire + 0 happy 
diftemper , wherein the ſoul reliſheth no earthly things, but 
melyſavoureth divine nouriſhment / 


8. BERN., Serm. $1. in —_— 

By flowers underſtand faith ; by frait, good warks : As the 

flower or bloſſome ts before the fruit, ſo is faith before good 

works : $0 neither is the fruit without the flower, nor good 
work: without faith, 


EPIG. 2: 
Why Apples, O my ſoul ? Can they remove 
pangs of grief, or caſe the flames of love 2 
It was thar fruit which gave the firſt offence 3 
That ſent hint hicher ; char rencyed him hence; 
4 
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III, 
CANTICLES 2. 16, 


My beloved is mine, aud 1 ams bis ; He feedetÞ 
among the Lilles. 


$1 Book 53 


A 


Vn like two little bank-dividing brooks, - 
That waſh the pebbles with their wanton ſtreams; 
And having rang'd ſcarch'd a thouſand nooks, 
Meer both ar length in filver-breaffed Thames, 
Where in a greater current they conjoyne | 
$01 my beſt-beloyeds am ? ſ@ he is mine. 


> 


Eve'n ſo we met; and after long purſuit, 
Ev'n ſo we joyn'd; we both became entire 5 
No need for either to renew a ſuir, 
For I was flax and he was flames of fire 
Our firm united ſouls did more then ,cwine z/ 
$01 my beſt-beloyeds am 3 ſo he is mine. 


3 


{f all thoſe glitt'ring Monarchs that commang 
The ſervile quarters of this earthly ball, 
Should tender, in exchange, their ſhares of land, 
I would not change my fortunes for them all : 
Their wealth is but a counter to my coin z 
The World's but theirs 3 but my beloyed's mine- 


© So, TO Nay 


. $58 
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4 


Nay miore : if the fair Theſpian Ladies all |; 
Should heap together their diviner treaſure : | by 
- That treaſure ſhould be deem'd a price roo ſmall 
Tobuy a minutes leaſe of half my pleaſure 
Tis not the ſacred wealth ofall the nine 
Can buy my heart from him , orhis, from being mine; 


5 


Nor Time, nor Place, nor Chance, nor Death can boy 
i, My leaft defires unto the leaſt remove 3 
He's ficmly mine-by oath 5 I'his by vow 3 
He's mine by faith 3 and Tam his by love 3 
He's mine by water; I anvhis by wine * 
Thus I my beft-beloved's am thus he is-mine. 


& 


He is my Altar; I, hisholy Place 3 
I am his gueſt; and he, my living food 5 
I'm his by penitence ; hemine'by grace 3 
I'm his by purchaſe ;-he is mine by blood 
He's my ſupporting elm ; and This-vine 2 
Thus I my beſt-beloveds am ; thus he is mine. 


7 


He gives me.wealth , T give himall my vows : 
I give him ſongs ; he gives me /length of dayes * 
With wreaths of Grace he crowns my conqu'ring brows 
And | his Temples with a crown of Praile, 
Which he acceprs as an ev'rlaſting fign, 
That I my beſt beloyeds am ; that he is mine. 
| S, AUGUST! 
p. 4 
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S. AUGUST, Mayu! cap. 24; 


0 my ſoulftampt with the image'of thy God, love him of whonj 
thou art ſo much beloved : bend to him that boweth to thee, 


ſeek him that ſeeketh thee: Love thy lover, by whoſe love thou 


ant prevented, being the cauſe of thy love: be careful with 
thoſe that are careful, want with thoſe that want; be clean 
with the clean, and holy with the holy : chooſe this friend 
above all friends, who when all are taken away remaineth 
meh fathful to thee : In the day of burial, when all leave 
thee, he will nor deceive thee, bur defend thee fram the rog« 
ring Lions prepared for their prey. 


_ EPIG. 3: 
Sing, Hymen, to my ſoul; What 2 loſt and found? 
Welcom'd, eſpous'd, enjoy's ſoſoon, and crown'd ! 
He did but climbe the Croſs, and then came down 
Toth' gates of Hell 3 triumph'd, and ferch'd a Crown: 


Emblemes, 
I'V. 


CANTIGLES 7.10. 


lam my Beloveds, and. his deſire is towards 


me, 


WW the anc aevigh that doth gpide 
he wand'ring ſhade by his rick pow'r, 
Andlcaves his filken nodal ts Jecide alas 
The queſtion of rhe controverted Hour, 
Firſtfranticks up and down, from fide to fide 
Andreſtleſs bears his cryſtal'd wy caſe, 
With vain ittipatience ; jers from place to place, 
And ſeeks the boſome of his frozen birt 4 
Atlengrh he ſlacks his motion, and doth reft 
His trembling point at his bright Poles beloved breſt. 


2 


Ev'n ſo my ſoul, being hprried here and there, 

 Byev'ry obje that preſents delight, 

Fain would be ſetled, but ſhe knows not where 3 
She likes at morning what ſhe loaths at night, 

She bows to honour ; then ſhe lends an care. 


\* Tao thar ſweet Swan-like voice of dying pleaſure, 
Then tumbles in the ſcatter'd heaps of treaſure z 


Now flatter'd with falſe hope 3 now foyl'd with fear: 
© Thus finding all the worlds delights to be 
But empty toyes, good God, ſhe points alone to thee, 


But 
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ol 

Burt hath the virtued Steel a power to move 2 

Or can the untouch'd needle point aright 3 
Or can my wandring thoughts forbear to roye, 
| Unguided by the virtue of-thy {p'rit 2 
O hath my leaden ſoul the art t' improve 
_ Her waſted talent, andunrais'd, aſpire. 
-3.. mthis ſad moulting'time of: her defire 2 
Not firſt belov'd have the power to love ? 

I cannot ſtir, but as thou pleaſe to move me, 

Nor can my heart return thee love; untill thou loye me, 


-ob 4, 4 
The il], Commandere(, of the-filent night 
Borrows her beams from her bright brothers eye ; 
His fair aſpet fills herJharp, horns with light, 
If = withdnoe Fx np - Jpenetg and dis : 
Even [o thebeats of her gnlighening ſp'rit 
_lafus'd and ſhot. into my dark defjre, ' | 
Inftame my th $, And fall my toul with fire ; 
That Iam, raviſth'd with. a new-delight 3. 
'Byr if thou ſhrowg thy face, glory fades. . 
And I remain a Nothing, all compos'd of ſhades. 


S 
Eternal God ! O thou. that only art, . 
The ſacred Fountain of eternal light, * 
And bleſſed Load-ſtone of my better part, 
Orhou my hearrs deſire, my. ſouls delight, 
Refle& upon my ſoul, and touch my heart, 


And then my heart ſhall prize no good above thee ; 


And then my trembling thoughts ſhall never ſtart 
Fromthy commands, or ſwerve the leaſt degree, 
Or once preſume ro moye, bur as they moye in thee. 


And then my ſoul ſhall know wack} ag thee; 
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S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 25. 


If Man can love man with ſo entire affeion, that the on® 
can ſcare brook the others abſence?. if a Bride can be joyned to 
her Bride-groom with ſo great an ardency of mind , that for 
the extremity of love ſhe can enjoy noreſt, not ſuffering bis 
abſence without great anxiety, with what affeHion,with what 
fervency ought the ſoul whom thou haſt eſpouſed by faith and 
compaſſion, to love thee her true God and glorious Brides» 
groom « 
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EPIG. r. 


ice; | My ſoul, thy Iove is dear : *Twas thought a good 
And eafie pen'worth of thy Saviours blood : 
Bur be nor proud ; All matters rightly ſcann'd, 

| "Twas oyer-bought : *Twas ſold at ſecond hand, 
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V. 


CANTICLES. 5. 6. 


My Soul melted whilﬆ my Belewved 
$ | ſpate. 


n ad : 


Ord, has,the feeble voice of fleſh and blood 
The power to work thine cars into.a floud 
Of melred mercy 2 or the ſtrength Cunlock 
The gatcs of Heav'n, and to diſtolve a rock 
Of marble clouds into a-morning ſhow'r ? - 
Or hath the breath of wining duſt the pow r 
To ſtop or ſnatch a falling thunder boir, 
From:thy fierce hand, and make thy hand reyolr 
From reſolute confuſion, and in ttead 
Of viols pour full blefſings on our head ? 
Or ſhall the wants of famiſh'd Ravens cry, 
And move thy mercy to a quick ſupply ? 
Or ſhall the ſifene ſuits of drooping tlow'rs . 
Woothee for drops, and beretreſh'd with ſhow'rs ? 
Alas, what marvel them, great God whar wonder 
If thy hell-rouzing voice, that ſplits-in ſfunder 
The brazen portals of eternal death 3 
* | Whatnumber if char life-reſtoring breath _ 
* | Whichdragg'd me from the infernal ſhades of night, 
Should melt my raviſh'd ſoul with ore-delighs ? 
Ocan my frazen gutturs chooſe bur run, 
Tide feel the warmch of ſuch a glorious Sun ? 
Methinks his language like a flaming arrow, 
pierce my bones, and melts their wounded a—__ 
: $ #y 


266 FE mblemes, 


Thy flames, O Cupid ( though the joyful kearr 
Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the ſmarr 
Of jealous doubrs, bur drunk with full defires ) 


Are torments, weigh'd with theſe celeſtial fires ; 


Pleaſures that raviſh in ſo high a meaſare, 
Thar O I languiſh in exceſle of pleaſure : 


What raviſh'd heart, that feels theſe melting joyes, 
Would nor deſpiſe and loath the treach'rous toyes 
Of dunghill earth ? What ſoul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth'd ſcorns, the worſt that fleſh and blood 


Had rancor todeviſe? Who would not bear 
The worlds derifion with a thankful ear ? 
What palat would refuſe full bowls of ſpighr, 
To gain a minutes taſte of ſuch delight ? 
Great ſpring of light in whom there is no ſhade 
Bur what my interpoſed fins have made. 
Whole narrow-melting fires admit no ſcreen 
But what my own rebellions put between 
Their precious flames and my obdurate car ? 
Deſperſe this plague diſtilling clouds, and clear 
My mungy foul into a glorious day 3 
Tranſplant this ſcreen, remove this bar away, 
Then, then my fident ſoul ſhall feel the fires 
Of thy ſweer voice, and my diffoly'd defires 
Sha'l turn a ſov'reign balſome, to make whole 
Thoſe wounds my fins inflited on thy ſoul. 


On 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. cap. 34: 


What fire 18 this that ſo warmeth my heart ! What light is 
this that ſo enlightneth my ſoul / O fire, that alwayes byrneth, 
and never goeſt out, bindle me: O light, which ever ſhine, and 
ot never darkned, illuminate me: O that Thad my heat from 
thee, moſt holy fire / How ſweetly doft thou burn? How ſecretly 
dt thou ſhine { How deſiderably doft thou inflame me {! 


BONAVENT, Stim. amoris cap. 8, 


It maketh God man, and man God ;, things temporal, eter- 
naly mortal, immortal; it maketh an enemy a friend ; a ſer- 
vant, a ſon 3 wile things, glorious; cold hearts, fiery; and 
bard things, liquid. | 


EPIG. 5, 


My ſoul thy gold is true, bur full of droffe;; 
Thy Saviours breath refines thee with ſome loſle 5 
His gentle furnace makes thee pure as true z | 
Thou muſt be melted ere th? art caſt anew, 
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Whom haue 1mm beavent but theeer what 
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VI. 
PSALM. 73. 29. 


Whom have 1 in Heaven but thee > and what 
deſire 1 on earth tn reſpeF of thee 2 


1 


Love ( and have ſome cauſe tojlove : ) the earth: 
She is my Makers creature ; therefore good : 

She is my Mother, for ſhe gave me birth ; 

She is my render Nurſe ; ſhe gives me food ; 
But what's a Creature, Lord compar'd with thee 2? 
Or what's my Morher' or my Nurſe to me? 


2 


[love the Air : her dainty ſweets refreſh 
My drooping ſoul, and ro-new ſweets invite me z 
Her ſhri1l-mourh'd quire ſuſtain me with their fleſh, 
and with their Polyphonian notes delighe me : 

But what's t he Air or all che Padewen a ſhe 

Can bleſs my ſoul withall, compar'd to thee ?: . 


, 3 


love the Sea : She is my fetlow-Creature, 
My careful perveyour 3 ſhe provides me ſtore : 
She walls me round ; ſhe makes my diet greater 3 
She wafrs my treaſure from a forreign ſhore : 
+ But Lord of Oceans, when compar'd with thee, 
Whar is the Ocean, or her "ws ro me, 
3 


To 
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To heav'ns high city I dire& my journey, 
Whoſe ſpangled ſuburbs enterram mine eye ; 
Mine eye, by contemplations great atturney, 
Tranſcends the cryſtal pavement of the ſkie : 
But what is Heav'n, great God compar'd to Thee ? 
Without thy preſence Heav 'n's no Heav'n to me, 


5 | 

Without thy preſence Earth gives no refeGion ? 
Withour thy preſence Sea affords no treaſure ? 
Withour thy preſence Air's a rank infettion ; 
Without thy preſence Heav'n it ſelf 's no pleaſure : 

If not poſſell*d if not enjoy'd in thee, 

What's Earth, or Sea, or Air, or Heav'n to me? 

6 


The higheft honour, that the world can boaſt, 
Are ſubjeRs far roo low for my deſire ; 
The brighteſt beams of glory are ( at moſt ) 
Bur dying ſparkles of thy living fire : 
The proudeſt flames that earth can kindle, be 
Bur nightly Glow-worms if compar'd to thee. 


7 
Without thy preſence, Wealth are bags of cares ; 
Wiſdom, bur folly ; Joy, difquiet ſadnefle : 
Friendſhip is rreaſon, and Delights are ſnares ; 
Pleaſures but pain, and Mirth but pleafing madnefſle : 
Without thee, Lord, rhings be not whart they be, 
Nor have they being, When compar'd with thee. 
8 


In having all things, and not thee, what have l ? 
Nor having thee, what have my lahours gor 2 
Ler me enjoy but thee, what farther crave 1 ? 
And having thee alone, what have I not ? 
I wiſh nor Sea, nor Land ; nor would [ be 
Poſleſt of Heay'n, Heav'n unpoſleſt of thee. 


BONAY. 


Book 5; 


Wh 
And 
BCiſlt 
lf chi 


Book $5. E mblemes; 


BONAVENT, Soliloqu, Cap. I. 


ineftim able beauty : for who hath adorned the Heavens 
flare? Who hath flored the air with fowl, the waters 


but a ſmall ſpark of divine beaiity. 
S. CHRY S.-Hom, 5. inEp. ad Rom. 


for he 13 the univerſal reward. 


-—_—_ 


EPTG. 6; 
Who would not throw his better thoughts ahowt him, 
And ſcorn this drofſe within him ; chat without him ? 
Kat up (my foul) thy clearer eye; Behold, 
"F* thou be fully melted, there's the mold. 


S 4 
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Alas, my God, now Innderfland (C but bluſh to confeſs )that 
the beauty of thyCreatures hath deceived mine eys,and I have 
wt obſerved that thou art more amiable then all thy Crea. 
tures 3 to which thou haſt communicated but one drop of thy 


with 
with 


fiſb,the earth with plants and flowers? But what are all theſe 


In having wthing I have all things, becauſe T have Chrift; 
Having therefore all things in him, I ſeek no other reward, 
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Book 5 G Emblemes; 
VII. 


PSALM, 126. 5. 


Woe ts to me, that 1 remain in Meſheck, and 


dwell in the tents of Kedar ! 


þ Natures courſe diſfoly'd ? doth Times glaſſe ſtand 2 


Or hath ſame frolick heart ſet back the hand 
Of Fates perpetual Clock? will'r never ſtrike ? 
Is crazy Time grown lazy, faint or fick, 

With very Age ? or hath that great Pair-royal 

Of Adamanrine fiſters late made trial 

Of ſome new trade ? ſhall mortal hearts grow old 
In ſorrow ? ſhall my weary arms infold, 

And underprop my panting fides for eyer 2? 

Is there ng charitable hand will ſever 

My well.ſprung thred, that my impriſon'd ſoul 
May be deliver'd from this dull dark hole 

Of dungeon fleſh 2? O ſhall I, ſhall Inever 

Be ranſom'd, but remain a ſlave for ever 2 

Itis the lot of man but once to die, 

But e're that death; how many dearhs have I ? 
What humane. madneſs makes the world afraid 
To entertain heaven's joy, becauſe convey'd: 

By th* hand'of death 2: will nakedneſs refuſe 
Richchange of Robes, becauſe the man's not ſpruſe 
That brought them 2 or will poverty ſend bac 
Full bags of gold, becauſe the bringer's black ? 
Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 
Fill'd with the torment ofa thouſand deaths ; 


Which 
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Which being prick'd by death (while death deprives 

One » 4 henry che ſoul a thouſand lives : 

O frantick mortal, how hath-carth bewitch'd 
Thy Bedlum foul, which hath ſo fondly pitch'd m 
Upon her falſe delights / Delighrs chat ceaſe the 
Before enjoyment finds a time to pleaſe : [2 
Her fickle joyes breed doubtful fears; her ſears gu 
Bring hopeful griefs ; | her griefs weeps fearful tears ! 101 
Tears c6yn deceirfu] hopes ; hopes careful douhr, Th 


And ſurly paſſion juſtles paſſion out : | 
To day we pamper with a full repaſt 
Of laviſh mirth, at night we weep as faſt : th 
To nighe we (wim in wealth, and lend ; ro morrony, 
we finkin want, and find no friend to borrow, 
In what a climate doth my ſoul reſide ! 
Where palefac'd murther, the firſt born of pride, 
Sets up her kinzgdome in the very ſmiles, 
And plighted faiths of men like Crocodiles ; 
A land, where cach embroyd'red fatrin word 
Ts lin'd wi:h fraud ; where Mars his lawle(s (word 
Exiles Aftrea's balance ; where that hand 
Now ſlayes his brother, - that new ſow'd his land ; 
O that my dayes of bondage would expire 
In this lewd ſoyl ! Lord, how my ſoul's on fire 
To be difloly'd, that I might once obtain 
- Theſe long'd for joyes, long'd for ſo oft in vain ! 
Tf Moſes like I may not live poſleſt 
Of his fair land 3 Lord, let me (ee'r ar leaſt, * 


S. AUGUST, 
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S. AUGUIST, Soliloqu. cap. 12. 


My life is a frail life ;, a corruptiBle life ; a life, which the 
moreit increaſeth, the more it decreaſeth: The farther it goeth, 
the nearer it cometh to death. A deceitful life, and like a 
ſhadow full if the ſnares of death'; Now I rejoice, now T lan- 
quiſh, now I flouriſh, now. infir m,nowT live,and ſtraight I die ; 
ww 1 ſeem happy, always miſerable; now T laugh,now Iweep: 
Thus all things are ſubje# to mutability, that nothing contt- 
meth an hour in one eftate : O joy above joy, exceeding all joy 
without which there is no joy, when ſhall I enter into thee, 
that I may ſee my God that dwelleth in thee ? 


| EPIG. 7. 
Art thou ſo weak ? O canſt thou not digeſt 
' | 4Anhour of travel for an night of reſt ? 
Chear up my ſoul : callhome thy fp'rirs, and bear 
One bad good-friday,full mouth'd Eaſter's near, 
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ROMANS 7. 24: 


Emblemes, 


VIII, 


0 wretched man that T am ! nho ſhall deliver 


me ſrom the bod) of this death 2 


_ thy darling, which thy luftful care 
Pampers for which thy reſtleſs thoughts prepare 
Such early cates : for whom thy bubbling brow 


$ often ſweats, and bankrupt eyes do ow 

Such midnighr ſcores to nature, for whoſe ſake 
Baſe earth is ſainted, rhe infernal lake 

Unfeard, the Crown of glory poorly rated : 
Thy God negletted, and thy Brother hated : 
Behold thy darling, whom thy foul affe&ts 

So dearly; whom thy fond indulgence decks 
And puppets up in ſoft, in ſilken weeds: 
whom thy fondnefle feeds 


Behold thy darling, 
With far-ferch'd te | 
Ofill-ſpent time, the price of halfe thy pains : 


Behold thy darling, who, when clad'by thee, 
Derides thy nakedneſs ; and when moſt free, 
Proclaims her lover ſlave; and being fed 


GY 
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licares, the dear bought gains 


Moſt full, chen ſtrikes th' indulgent feeder dead. 
What mean'ſt thou thus, my poor gelnded ſoul, 


To love fo fond! 
Of thy affe&ion 


4. Can the burning cole 
aſt without the fuel 

Ofcounrer-love ?1s thy compeer fo cruel, 
And thou ſo ki nd, to love unloy'd again / 


Lanſt thou ſow fivours, and thus reap diidain ? 


Remember, 
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Rememher, O remember, thou art bofn 

Of royal bloud ; remember thou art {worn 

A Mud of Honour in the Courr of Heaven 
Remember what a coſtly price was given 
Toranſome thee from ſJav'ry thou wert in 3 

And wilt thou now, my ſoul, turn ſlave again 5 
The Son and Heir to Heay'n's Tri-une JEHOVE 
Would fin become a ſuter for thy love, 

And offers for thy dow'r his farhers Throne, 

To fit for Seraphims to gaze upon 3 

He'l give thee Honour, Pleaſure, wealth, and Things 
Tranſcending far the Majeſty of Kings - 

And wilt thou proſtrate to the odious charms 
Of this baſe ſcullion? . ſhall his hollow arms _ 
Hug thy ſoft ſides ? ſhall theſe courſe hands untie 
The ſacred Zone of thy virginity ? 

For ſhame degen'rous ſoul, let thy defire 

Re quickned up with more heroick fre 3 

Be wilely proud ler thy ambitious eye 

Read nobler objetts; let thy thoughts defie 
Such am'rous baſeneſle ; ler thy ſoul diſdain 

Th ignoble profers of ſo baſe a ſwain ; 

Orif thy vows be paſt, and Hymens bands 

Have ceremonied your unequal hands, 

Annul, at leaſt avoid, thy lawleſs a&t 

With inſufficiency, or percontrad : 

Or if the att be good, yer maiſt thou plead 

A ſecond freedomez or the tleſh is dead. 


NAZIANZ, 
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NAZIANT. Orat. 165. 


How I am joyn'd to this body I know not ; which when it ig 
healthful, proveketh me to war, 'and being damaged by war, 
effeFeth me with grief; which I both love as a fellow-ſervant, 
and hate as an utter enemy:It is a pleaſant foe,and a perfidi- 
ous friend O ſtrange conjun#ion and alienation : What I fear 
Tembrace, and what I love I am afraid of ? before I make 
war, I am reconciled ; before I enjoy pence I am at variance. 
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EPIG. 8 
What need that houſe be dawb'd with fleſh and blood 2 
Hang'd round with filks and gold ? repair'd with food 2 
Coſt idly ſpent | That coſt doth but prolong L 
Thy thraldome, Fool, thou mak'1t hy jail too ſtrong. 


. 


ok 5; Emblems. 
IX. 
PHILIPPIANS 1. 23. 


lam in a ſtraight between two, having a deſire 
'' tobe diſſolved, and to be with Chrift. 


T, 


V \ ] Hat meant our careful parents ſo to wear, 
And lavifh our their ill extended hours, 


To purchaſe for us large poſleſſions here, 
Which (rhough unpurchas'd,) are too truly ours ? 
Whar meant they, ah , what meant they to endure 
Such loads of needleſs labour, to procure 
And make that thing our own, which was our own tooſure, 


2, 
What meantheſe liv'rics, and poſſeſſive keyes ? 
What mean theſe bargains,and theſe needleſs ſales ? 
Whar need theſe jealous, rheſe ſuſpicious wayes 
Of law-devis'd, and law-diſſolvd entails ? 
No necd to.(weat for gold, wherewith to buy 
Eſtates ofhigh-priz'd land ; no need to tie 
Earth to their heirs, were they bur clogg'd with carth, as I. 


Zo 4 
Owere their ſouls but clogg'd with earth, as 1, 
They would not purchale with ſo (alc an itch 3 
They would nor cake of alms, what now they. buy ? 
Nor-call him happy, whom the world counts rich 3 
They would not take ſuch pains, proje& and prog, 
To charge their ſhoulders with ſo great a log - 
Whotharh the greater lands, harh bur the greater clog. 
T 
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E mblemes, 


4» 
T cannot do an at which earth diſdains ; 
I cannot think a thought which earth corrupts not ; 
I cannot ſpeak a word which earth profanes n ot 
T cannot make a vow earth interprets not : 
If I but offer up an carly groan, | 
Or ſpread my wings to Heav'ns long-longd forthrone, 
She darkens my complaints,and draggs my offering down, 


$ 
'Ey'n like the hawk, ( whoſe keepers wary hands 
Have made a pris'ner to her wethring ſtock ) 
Forgetting quite the pow'r of her faſt bands, 
Makes a rank bate from her forſaken block, 
But her too fairhful leaſh doth ſoon retain 
Her broken flight, atrempred oftin vain 
It gives her loins a twich, and tuggs her back again. 


'p 
So, when my ſoul direds her better eye 
To Heavns bright Palace ( where my treaſure lies) 
I ſpread my willing wings, but cannot flie, . 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannotriſe : 
When I bur ſtrive to mount the leaſt degree, 
Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee ; 
Lord, how my ſoul is rack'd betwixt the world and thec! 


7. 
Great God, I ſpread my feeble wings in vain 
In vain I offer my extended hands : 
I cannot mount till thon unlink my chain : 
I cannor come till thou releaſe my bands : 
Which if thou pleaſe to kreak, and then ſupply 
My wings with ſpirit, th* Eage ſhall nor flie 
A pitch that 'shalf ſo fair, nor half ſo ſwift as T. 


i 
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BONAVENT. Soliloqu. Cap. I. 


Ah ſweet Feſis, pierce the marrow of my ſoul with the 

Mer 's ſhafts of thy love, that it may traly burn and melt 

and languiſh with the only deſire of thee ;, that it may deſire 

to be diſſolved, and to be with thee ; Let it hunger alone for 

6 | thebread of life : ler it thirſt after thee, the ſpring and foun- 
n, | tain of eternal light, the ftream of true pleaſure : let it al- 
wais, defire thee, ſeek tbee, and find thee, and ſweetly reſt in 


thee. 
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E PIG. 6. 
What 2 will thy ſhackels neither looſe nor break ? 
Are they too ſtrong, or is thy arm to weak ? 
Art will prevail where knotty ſtrength denies 3 
'My foul, there's Aquafortis in thine eyes. 
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Emblemes, 


L X. 


PSALM 142. 7. 


Bring my ſoul out of priſon, that, T way praiſe 
thy Name, ' 9/7 q OT 

Y Soul is like a Bird, my fleſh the odge; 

Wherein ſhe wears her weary pilgrimage 


Of hours,as few as evil, daily fed 6TH] 
With Sacred Wine,, and Sacramental Bread 3 
The keyes that lock her in, and let her our, 
Are Birth and Death z *'ewixt both ſhe hops' abour 
From pearch to pearch, from ſenſe to realor7 ;-then 
_ From higher reaſon down to .ſenſe again? * | 

From ſenſe ſhe climbsto Faith ; where for'a [ſeaſon 
She fits and fings ; then down again to reaſon: : 
From reaſon, back to faith, and ſtraight from rhence 
She rudely flutrers to the perch of ſenſe : 
From ſenſe to hope z then hops from hope to doubt ? 
From doubt; to dull deſpair 3 there ſeeks about 
Fordeſp'rate freedom, and at ev'ry grate, 
She wildly thruſts, and begys th' untimely date 
Ofthe unexpired thraldom, to releaſe 
TY attiied caprive, that can finde no peace. 
Thus am I coop'd within this fleſhly cage 
I wear my youth, and waſt my weary age, 
Spending that breath which was ordain'd ro chaunt 
Heav'ns praiſes forth, in ſighs and ſad complaint : 
VVhilſt happier birds can ſpread their nimble wing 
From ſhrubs to Cedars, and there chirp and fing, 
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In choice of raptures, harmonious ſtory 

Of mans Redemption, and his Makers glory : 
You glorious Martyrs, you illurious ſtoops, 
That once were cloyſter'd in your fleſhly coops, 
Asfaſt as I, what rhet*rick had your tongues ? | 
Whar dextrous Art had your Elegiak ſongs ? | 
What Paul-lie pow'r had your admir'd devotion | 
What ſhackle-breaking faith infus'd ſuch motion 
To _ _ prayer, that could obtain the hopp 
To be enlarg'd ; to be uncag'd ſo ſoon ? 

When I, poor I, can fing may daily rears, 

Grown old in, bondage, and can find no ears: 

You great partakers of eternal glory, 

That with your Heav'n-prevailing Oratory, 
Releas'd your ſouls from your terreſtrial cage, 
Permir the paſlion of my holy rage 

To recommend,my ſorrows, dearly known 

To you, in days of old, and once your own, . , 
To your beſt thoughts, ( but oh't dothnot befit ye 
To move your ppay'rs 3 you love joy, not pitrie -) 
Great Lord of touls ro whom ſhould pris'ners flie, 
Bur thee ?. Thou hadſt thy cage, as well asI ; 
Afndfor my.ſake, thy pleaſure was to know 

The ſorrows:thar it brought, and feltſt them'too ; 

O ſer me free, and I will ſpend thoſe dayes, 
Which now 1 waſte in begging, in thy praiſe, 
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ANSELM. 
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ANSELM, in Protolog. cap. I. 


0 miſerable condition of mankinde, that has hft that for 
which he was created ! Alas, what hath he loft ? And what 
hath he found? He hath loft happineſs for which he was made, 
and found miſery for which he was not made : What is gone ? 
And what is left ? That thing is gone, without which heis un- 
happy? That thing is left, by which he is miſerable: O wretched 
men / From whence are we expelled ? To what are we impel- 
led? Whence are we thrown ? And whither are we hurried ? 
From onr home into baniſhment ; from the ſight of God into 
our own blindneſs ; from the pleaſure of immortality to the 
bitterneſs of death: Miſerable change! From how great a good, 
to how great an evil? Ah me, what have I enterpriſed ? What 
have I done ? whither did 1 go? Whither am I come ? 


M, EPIG. IO, 


Pau['s midnight-voice prevail'd ; his muſicks thundet 

* Unhing'd the priſon-doors, ſplir bolts in ſunder : 
And fitr'{t thou here, and hang'ſt the feeble wing ? 
And whin'ſt to be enlarg'd ? Soul, learn to ſing, 
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Emblemes. 


I. 


| PSALM 24-2. 


4s the Hart panteth aften the water-brodks, ſo 
panteth ary, ſoul after ther, 0 God, ' 


Ow ſhall my tongue _—_ that hallow'd fire 
A Which;Heav'n hath.kindled: in my raviſh'd heart ? 
What ors het Linvake, "oy will inſpire 
My lowly quull zo.aG& a | d 
What Art fhall I deviſe 1” "5h 
Too intricare.to be expreſs'd- by Art! 
Let all-the Nine be filent-; I refuſe 
Their aid in this high task, forthey abuſe 
The flames of love roo much : affiſt me, Davfds Muſe, 


2 


Not as the thirſty ſoil defires ſoft ſhow'rs 
To quicken and refreſh her Embrion grain ; 
Nor as the drooping creſts of fading flow'rs 
Requeſts the bounty of a morning rain, 
ol defire my God : theſe in few hours, 
Re-wiſh what late their wiſhes did obtain, 
But as the ſwifr-foet Hart, doth wounded flie 
To th' much defired ſtreams, even ſo do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt finde,or dic. 


Before 
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Before a pack of deep-month'd luſts I flee ; 
O, they have fingled out my panting heart, 
And wanton Capid, fitting in a tree, 
Hath pierc'd my boſome with a flaming dart ; 
My ſoul being ſpent, fot refuge ſecks to thee, 
But cannot finde where theu my refuge art - 
Like as the fyifr.foot Kart doth wounded flie 
To the defired ſtreams, ev'n ſodol 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt find, or die, 


4 


At length by flight, T'over-wenr the pack; 

Thou drew'ſtthe wanton dart from outmy wound 
The bloud that follow'd,Ieft a purple rrack; 

Which brought a Serpent, but in ſhape a Hound : 
we ſtrove, he bit me; burthou brak'ſt his back, 

I left him grov'ling bj'th* envenom'd ground 

Bur as the Serpent-bitten Hart doth flie 
'"Tothe long-long'd for ſtreams, ev*nſodid 1 

Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt find,or die. 


5 


If Luft ſhould chaſe my ſoul, made ſwift by fright, 
Thou art che ſtream, whereto my ſoul is bound : 
Or if a Jav'lin wound my fides in flight, 
Thou art the Balſom that muſt cure my wound : 
If poyſon chancet* infeſt my ſoul in fight, 
art the Treacle that muſt make me ſound : 
Evinas the wounded Hart, emboſt, doth flic 
To th' ſtreams extremly long'd for, ſo doI 
Pane after thee, my God, whom I muſt finde, or die. 


CYRIL 


k4 ok.” 5, Emblemes, 


CYRIL lib, s. in Joh. cap. 10. 


earth Yom ſouls with heavenly ſhowers , and bringeth 
the thirty heart of man to his only God ! | 


S. AUGUST, .Soliloq. 35. 
0 fount ain of life, and vein of living waters,when ſhall 1 


Ithirft after thee the living God ! 


EPIG. 11. 
/ The arrow-ſmitten Hart , deep wounded, flies 
To th" ſprings with water in his weeping eyes : 
Heav'n 1s thy ſpring : If Satans fiery dart 


Pierce thy faint ſides : do ſo , my wounded Hearr, 


291 


0 precious water, which quencheth the noyſom thirſt of this 
all, coureth all the ftatns of ſinners, that watereth the 


back 


leave 


this forſaken, 1mpaſsible, and dry earth, and taſte the waters 
of thy ſweeneſs, that I may behold thy virtue and thy glory, 
adſlake my thirft with the ſtreams of thy mercy ; Lord, 1 
thirft : Thou art the ſpring of life, ſatisfie me 3 I thirſt Lord, 
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XII: - 


PSALM 42. 2. 


Whez ſhalt I come and appear before God 2 


j 


with holy fire ? What boots it robe coyn'd 


| \/ V Hat is iny ſoul the better to be tin'd 


1 


4 


With Heavens own ſtamp ? What vantage can there be 
Toſouls of Heav*n-deſcended pedigree, 


I More, than to beaſts that grovel2 Are not they 


Fed by th' Almighties hand? And eve'ry day, 

Fill'd with his bleſſmg too ? Do they not ſee 

God in his Creatures, as dire as we ? 

Do they. not taſte thee ? Hear thee ? nay, what ſenſe 
Is not partaker of thine Excellence ? | 
What more do we ? Alas, what ferves our reaſon, 
But, like dark-lanthorns, to accompliſh treaſon 
With greater cloſeneſs 2 Ir affords no light, 

Brings thee no nearer to our pur-blind fight z 

No pleaſure riſc's up the leaſt degree, 

Great God, bur in the clearer view of thee : 


Whatpriv'ledge more than ſenſe hath reaſon then 2? 
What vantage 1s it tobe born, a man ? 

How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 

Vain towrs of Hope upon thy gracjous Word ? 

How often hath thy Hope-reviving Grace 

Woo'd my ſuſpicious eyes to ſeek thy face ! 

How often have I ſought thee ? O how long 

Hath expe&ation taught my perfet rongue 
Repeated pray'rs, yer pray'rs could ne'r obtain ; 
(nyain T ſeek thee; and I beg in vain * 


294 
If it be hgh preſumprion to behold 
Thy face, w y didſt rhou make mine eyes fo bold 
To ſeek it 2 If that objeR, be too brighr 

For mans aſpe&, why did thy lips invite . 

Mine eye expe it 2 If it might be ſeen, 

Why is this envious curtain drawn between 

My darkned eye and ir ? O tell me, why 

Thou doſt command the thing thou doft deny ; 

Why doſt thou give me ſo unpriz'd a treaſure, 

And then deny'ſt my greedy foul the pleaſure, 

To view thy gift : Alas, that gift-is rod, 

And'is no gift, that may nor be enjoy'd : 

If thoſe refulgent beames of Heavens great light 
Guild not the day, what is the day, but night 2? 

The drouzy ſhepherd ſleeps; flowrs droop and fade; 
The birds are ſullen, and the beaft is ſad : 

Bur if bright Titan dart his golden ray, 

And, with his riches , glorifie the day, 

The jolly ſhepherd pipes ; flowrs freſhly ſpring ; 

The beaſts grow gameſome, and the birds they ſing, 
Thou art my Sun, great God : O when ſhall I 

View the full beams of thy Meridian eye 2? 

Draw, draw this tleſhly curtain, that denies 

The gracious preſence of thy glorious eyes ; 
Or give me faith ; and by theeye of grace, 
I ſhall behold thee, though not face to face. 
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S, AUGUST. in. Pfal. 39. 


Who created all things is better than all things ; who beau- 
tified all things is more beautiful than all things : who made 
Trength is flronger than all things : who made great things is 
 Bpeater,than all things : Whatſcever thou loveſt,he is that to 
"Ythee : Learn to love the workman in his work, the Creatour 
Tiadis creature : Let not that which was made by him poſſeſs 
 Yihee, leſt thou loſe him by whom thy ſelf was made. 


S. AUGUST, Med. cap. 37. 


0 thou moſt ſweet, moſt gracious, moſt amiable, moſt foi, 
when ſhall T ſee thee ? When ſhall I be ſatisfied with thy bea#- 
5 ty? When wilt thou lead me from this dark dungeon, 
that I may confeſs thy name. 


EPIG. 12. 


How art thou ſhaded in this veil of night, 
Behind thy curtain fleſh ? thou ſeeſt no lighr, 
But what thy pride doth challenge,as her own ; 
Thy flefh is high : Soul, take this curtain down. 


t G, 


E mblemes. 


XIII. 


PSALM. 55. 6. 


_—_— 


”f0 that 1 had the wings of a Dove , for then 1 
would flte away and be at rei! 


—_— 
= 
. 


I 
%þ 
A am I (worn a dunghil-ſlave for ever 
 Toearths baſe drudg'ry ? ſhall I never finde 
A night of reſt # ſhall my indentures never 
Becancell'd ? did injurious Nature binde 
I Myfoul earths prentice,with no clauſe to leave her ? 
No day of freedom 2 muſt I ever grind ? 
OrnarT had the pinions of a Dove, 
That I might quir my bands and ſoar above; 
And pour my juſt complaints before the great Jehove * 
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tow happy are the Doves, that have the pow 'r, 
When ere they pleaſe, to ſpread their airy wings ! 
Or clond-dividing Eagles, that can towre 
Above the ſent of theſe inferiour things ! 
w happy is the Lark, that ey'ry howr 
Leaves earth, and then for joy mounts up and fings ! 
Had my dull foul but wings as well as they, | 
' How T would ſpring from earth and clyp away / 
wile Aſt:e4 did, and [corn th's ball of clay / 


- 
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O how my ſoul wonld ſpurn this ball of clay, 
And loath the dainties of earths painful pleaſure / 
O how I'de laugh to ſee men night and day 
Turmoil, to pain that trafh,they call their treaſure / 
Ohew I'de ſmile to ſee what plots they lay 
To catch a blaſt, or own a ſmile from Ceſar ! 
HadT the pinions of a mounting Dove, 
How T would ſoar and fing, and hate the loye 
Of tranſitory toyes, -and feed on joys above / 


4 


There ſhould I find that everlaſting pleaſure, (not; 
Which change removes not, and which chance preveny 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting treaſure, 
Which force deprives not, fortune diſaugments not ; 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting C ſar, 
Whoſe hand recalls not, and whoſe heart repents not; 
Had 1 the pinions of a clipping Dove, 
How I would climb the skies, and hate the loye 
Of tranſitory toys, and joy in things above ! 


5 


No rank mouth'd ſlander there ſhall give offence, 
Or blaft our blooming names, as here they do z 
No liver-ſcalding luſt ſhall there incenſe 
Our boiling veins. There is no Cupid” s bow 
Lord, give my ſoul the milke-white innocence 
Of Doves, and I ſhall have their pinions too : 
Had.I the pinions of a ſprightly Dove, 
How I would quit this earth, and ſore above 
And Heav'ns hleſt kingdom find, with Heay'ns bleſt Kiny 
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Emblemes, 


S. AUGIUST. in Pal, 1;8. 


What wings ſhould I deſire, but the two precepts of love, on 
which the Law, and the Prophets depend /! O if I could obtain 
theſe wings, I could fly from thy face to thy face, from the face 
of thy Fuſtice to the face of thy Mercy : Let us find thoſe wings 
by love, which we have loſt by luſt. | 


S. AUGUST. inPAl. 76. 

Let 14 caſt off whatſoever hindereth, entangletb,or burden- 
eth our flight,until we © attain that which ſatisfieth ; beyond 
which, nothing is ; beneath which, all things are; of which all 
things are : 
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| EPIG 16S 
- . Tell me, my wiſhing ſoul, did'ſt ever trie 
How faſt the wings of red-croſt faith can flie ? 
Why begg'ſt thou then the pinions of a Dove ? . 
LOB Faiths wings are [wifter, but the ſwifteſt loye. 
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Emblemes, 


XIV. 
PSALM $84. 1. 


How amiable are thy tabernacles, O God of 
Hoſts! fy 


Ncient of dayes to whom all trmes are Now, 
Before whoſe Glory Seraphims do bow | 
Their bluſhing cheeks, and veil their blemiſh'd faces, 
That, uncontain'd, at once doth fill all places ; 
How glorious, O how far beyond the height 
Of ;puz'led 'quils , or the obtuſe conceit 
Offleſhand blood, or the too flar reports 
Ofmortal tongues are thy expreſlefs courts / 
Whoſe glory to paint forch with greater Art, 
Raviſh my fancy, and inſpire my heart 3 
Excuſe my bold attempt, and pardon me 
For ſhewing ſenſe, what Faith alone ſhould ſee, 
Ten thouſand millions, and ten thouſand more 
Of Angel-meaſured leagues, from th* Eaſtern ſhore 
Ofdungeon earth this glorious Palace ſtands, 
Before whoſe pearly gates ten thouſand bands 
Ofarmed Angels wait to entertain 
Thoſe purged fouls, for which the Lamb was ſlain 3 
Whoſe guiltlefſs death and voluntary yielding 
Of whole given life, gave the brave court her building 
The luke warin bloud of this dear Lam' bcing (pilt 
Toruhies turn'd whereof her poſts were built 3 
And what dropp'd down in a kind gelid gore, 
Didturn rich Saphyres, and did pave her floor : 
V 3 The 
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The brighter flames, that from his eye-balls ray'd, 
Grew Chryſolites, whereof her walls were made :; 
The milder __ ſparkled on the ground, 

1 


And groundfild every door with Diamond 3 t 
But dying, darted upwards, and did fix y 
A battlement of pureſt Sardonix. C 
Her ſtreets with burniſh'd gold are paved round, ſe 
Stars lie like pebbles ſcatt'red on the ground : h 
Pearl mixt with Onyx,.and the Jaſper ſtone, i 
Made gravellPd cauſe-wayes to be trampled on. , 
There ſhines no Sun by day no Moen by night, 

The Palace glory is the Palace light : 

There is no time to meaſure motion by, » 
There Time is {wallow'd with Erernity : l 
Wry-mouth'd Difdain, and corner hunting Luſt , ] 


And twy-fac'd Fraud, and beetle-brow'd Diſtruſt, 
Soul-boyling Rage, and trouble ſtate Sedition, 
And giddy Doubr, and goggle-ey'd Suſpition, 
And lumpiſh Sorrow, and degen'rous Fear 
Are baniſh'd thence, and Death's a ſtranger there : 
But fimple Love; and ſempiternal Joyes 
Whoſe {weetneſs neither gluts nor fulneſs cloyes ; 
Where face to face our raviſh'd eye ſhall ſee 
Great ELOHTIN, that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One, and ſeeing him ſhall blefſe him, 
And bleiling, love him, and in love poſleſle him , 

- Here ſtay my foul and raviſh in relation : 
Thy words being ſpent, ſpend now in contemplation, 


S. GREG 
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S. GREG. in Pfal. -, poenitent, 


Sweet Feſus, the Word of the Father, the brighrneſs of pa* 
ternal glory, whom Angels delight to view, teach me to do thy 
will; that led by thy good Spirit, I may come to that bleſſe# 
City, where day is eternal, where there is certain ſecurity, and 
ſecure eterrity, and eternal peace, and peacefal happineſs, ant 
happy ſweetneſs, and ſweet pleaſure ; where thou, O God, with 
the Father and the holy Spirit liveſt and reigneft world with- 
out end, 

Ihidem, 


There is light without darkneſs ; joy without grief ; defire 
without puniſhment ;, love without ſadneſs ; ſatiety without 
hathing 3 ſafety without fear 3 health without diſeaſe ; and 
life without death. 


E'PI SY 4* 
My ſoul, pry not roo.nearly ; the complexion 
Of Sols bright face is ſeen-but by reflexion : 
But would'ſt thou know what's Heav'n? FTI tell thee whar, 


Think, what thou canſt not think, and Heay?a 1s that, 
V 4 


E mblemes, 


Fe 


Emblemes. 
XV. 


Book 5. 


CANTICLES 8. 14. 


Make haſte, my Beloved, and be like the Roe, 
or ,the young Hart upon the mountains of 
Fp1Ces. 


O, gentle tyrant, go = flames do pierce ; 
My ſoul roo deep ; thy flames are too too fierce; 

My marrow melts, my fainting ſpirits fry 
Ith* rorrid Zone of thy Meridian eye : 
Away, away, thy ſweets are too parreannyg ; 
Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too conſuming : 

Haſte hence, and ler thy winged ſteps out-go 

The frighted Ro-buck, and his flying Ro. 
But wilt thou leave me then 2 O thou thar art 
Life of my ſoul, ſoul of my dying heart, 
Without the ſweer aſpe& of whoſe fair eyes? 
My ſoul doth Ianguiſh, and her ſolace dies 
Artrhou ſo eafily woo'd 2 ſo apt to hear 
The frantick language of my fooliſh fear ? 

Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me z 

Look, look upon me, though thine eyes o'recome me, 
Ohow they wound ! but how my wounds content me ! 
How ſweetly theſe delightful pains torment me ! 
How Iam torrur'd in exceſſive meaſure 
Ofpleaſing cruelties too cruel pleaſure! 
Turn, turn away, remove thy ſcorching beams ; 
Hanguiſh with theſe bitter-ſweet extremes ; 
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Haſte then and let thy winged ſteps ont-go 
The flying Ro-buck, and hus frighted Ro, 
Turn back, my dear ; O let my raviſh'd eye 
Once more behold thy face before thou fly ; 
What ſhall we part withour a mutual kifs ? 
O who can leave ſo ſweat a face as this ? 
Look full upon me 3; for my ſoul defires 
To turn a holy Martyr in thoſe fires : 
O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames ov'rcone me, 
Tf thou becloud the Sun-ſhine of thy eys, 
I freeze to death, and ifir ſhine, I fry ; 
Which like a feaver, that my ſoul hath got, 
Makes me to burn too cald, or freeze too hot : 
Alas, I cannot hear fo ſweet a ſmart, 
Nor canſt thou he leſs glorious, than thou art. 
Haſte then, and let thy winged ſteps outgo 
The frighted Ro-buck,. and his flying Ro. 
Bur go not far beyond the reach of breath 3 
Too large a diſtance makes another death : 
My youth is in her ſpring 3 Autumnal vowes 
Will make me riper for ſo ſweet a Spouſe ; 
When afrer-times have burnifh'd my defire, 
F'1 ſhoot thee flames for flames, and fire for fire. 
O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me 3 | 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames oy'rcome me, 
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" Autor ſcalz Paradiſi, Tom. 9. Aug. cap. 8. 


Fear not,O Bride,nor deſpair;.think not thy ſelf contemneds 
if thy Bridegroom withdraw his face a while : all things co- 

qerate for the beſt : both from his abſence, and his preſence 
thou gaineſt light : He cometh to thee, and he goeth from thee: 

He cometh to make thee conſolate ; he goeth,to make thee cau- 

tious left thy abundant conſolation ff thee up:he cometh,that 
ne, Þ thy langurſhing ſoul may be comforted ; he goeth, left his fa- 

mliarity ſhould be contemned ; and being abſent to be more 

deſired ; and being deſired, to be more earneſtly ſought : and 
being long ſought, to be more acceptably found. 


e, 


E PIG. 15, 

My ſoul fins Monſter, whom with greater eaſe 
Ten thouſand fold, thy God could make than pleaſe 3 
What would'ſt thou have2nor pleas'd with ſun, nor ſhade? 
Heay'n knows not what to make of what he made, 


Emblemes; 
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i1THE FAREWEL 
REVELATION 2. 1o, 


Be thou farthſul unto death, and 7 mill give 
thee the crown of life, 


I 
B E faithful, Lord, what's that 2 
ieve : "ris cafie to believe; but what ? 
 Thathe whom thy hard heart hath wounded, 
And whom thy ſcorn hath ſpit upon, 
Hath paid thy fine, and hath compounded 
For thoſe foul deeds thy hands have done : 
Believe, that he whoſe gentle palms 
Thy none waf/ men fins have nail'd, 
Hath born thy ſlaviſh load ( of _ 
And made ſupply where thou haft fail'd : 
d ever mis'ry finde ſo ſtrange relief? 
tisa loye too ſtrange for mans belief, 


” 


Believe that he, whoſe fide 
hy crimes have pierc'd with their rebellions, di'd, 
To ſave thy guilty ſoul from dying 
Ten thouſand horrid deaths, from whence 
There was no ſcape, there was no flying, 
But chrough his deareſt blouds expence 2 
Believe, this dying friend requires 
»- --- - . No other thanks for all his pain, 
But ey'n the truth of weak defires, 
And for his love, bur love again ; 
dever mis'ry finde ſo true a friend ? 
82 love too vaſt ro comprehend, 


With 
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Wich flouds of rears baptize 
And drench theſe dry, theſe unregen'rate eyes 3 
Lord, whet my dull my blunt belief , 
and break this fleſhly rock in ſunder, 
That from this heart, this hell of grief, 


May ſpring a Heav'n of love and wonder: 


O if thy mercies will remove 
And melt this lead from my belief, 
My grief will then refine my love, 
My love will then refreſh my orief: 
Ther ; weep mine eyes as he hath bled ; vouchſafe 
Todrop for every drop an Epitaph. 


4 


'Butis the crown of Glory 
The wages ofa lamentahle ſtory ? 
Or can ſogreat a purchaſe riſe 
From a-talr humour ? can mine eye 
Run faſt enough t' obtain this prize ? 
If fo, Lord, who's ſo mad to die? 
Thy tears are critles ; .thou muſt do : 
Aſas I cannot chen endeavour : 
T will ! but will a tug or two 
_ Sulfice rhe turn ? thou muſt perſevyer : 
71 ftrive till death; and ſhall my feeble ſtrite 
Bc crown'd ? I'l crown it with a crown of lite, 


5 


But is there ſuch a dearth 
Fiat thou muſt buy, what is thy due by birch 2? 
He whom thy hands did form of duſt 
And gave him breath upon condition; 
To love his great Creatour, muſt 
He nozy be thine by compoſition ? 


Art thou a gracious God and milde, 

Or head-ſtrong man rebellious rather / 
O, man's a baſe rebellious child, 

And thou a very gracious Father : 
The gift is thine z we ſtrive, thou crown'ſt our ſtrife z 
Thou giv'ft us Faith 3 and Faith, a crown of life. 
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The mind of the Frontiſpiece; 


This Bubble's Man : Hope, Fear, falfe Joy and Trouble, 
Are thoſe four Windes which daily toſs this Bubble, 


o the Right Honourable 


both in Blond and Virtue,and 
moſt accompliſht LAD Y, 


MARY), 


COUNTESSE OF DORSET, 
LADY 'Governels to the 
moſt Illuſtrious 


CHARLES 


PRINCE of Great Brittaine , and 
JAMES, 


D U K E of Yorke. 


Excellent Lady, 


'I'Y Preſent theſe Tapors to burn under 
[ the ſafe protefiion of your Honourable 
Name: where , 1 preſume , they ſtand 
ſecure from the Damps of Ign- 
Yance , and Blaſts of Cenſure, It is a ſmall 


4 4 | part 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
part of that atundaut ſ-rvice which my thank. 
full heart oweth your 11.compara-le go. dneſs, Be 
pleaſed to ho:0u7 it with your noble Acceptance, 
which ſball be nothing but what your own efterm| 
ſhalt make it. 


MADAME, 


Your LaPP* moſt 


humble Servant, 


FRA. QUARLES, 


321 


inks | | 
Be To the Reader. 
ne 

al WT F you are {atisfied with my Emblems, I 
Pier ſer before you a ſecond Service. lr is 
an<Agyptian diſh, dreſt onthe Engliſh 
faſhion : They, at their Feaſts, uſed to pre- 
ſent a Deaths-head ar their ſecond Courſe : 
This will ſerve for both. You need not fear 
a ſurfeir : Here is but little , and that , 
light of digeſkon 2 If it but pleaſe your Pa- 
hte , I queſtion not your ſtomack : Fall roo, 

and much Loud mayirt do you. 


Convivio addit Minerval. E, Z, 


Rem, Regen, 2% hou: Regionem, Religionemy 
Exornat, telebrat, lauaat, hoxtorat, amat, 


BENEVYOLUS 


Hierogliph, II. 
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PSALM 51.5. 
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F:hold 1 was ſhapen 1n 11quity, and in fin dtd. 


mM) mother concrivie mes 


An is mans 4. B. c,, There is none that can 


Read God aelght , unleſs he firſt ſpell Man: 


Man is the ſtairs, whereby his knowledge climbs, 
To his Creatour though it oftentimes 
Stumbles for want of light, and ſometimes trips 
For want of carcful heed ; * ſometimes ſlips 
Through unadviſed haſt; and when at length 
His weary ſteps have reach's the top, his ſtrengch 
Oft fails to ſtand z his giddybrains turn round, 
And Phaeton-like, falls headlong to the ground 2 
Theſe ſtaires are ofren a_ full of danger 
To him, whom want of pra&ice makes aſtranger. 
To this blind way : the Lamps of nature Jends 
But a falſe light, and lights ro her own ends. 
Theſe be the waies to Heaven theſe paths require 
A light that ſprings from that Diviner fire, 
Whoſe humane ſoule-enlighrning ſun beams darr 
Through the bright crannies of th* immortal part, 
And here, thou great Original of Light, 
Whoſe errour-chafing beams do unbenighr 
The very foul of darkneſs,'and untwiſt 
The clouds of ignorance, do thou aflift 
My feeble quill ; refle& thy ſacred rayes 
Upon theſe lines, that they may light the wayes 
Thar lead to thee ; ſo guide my heart, my hand, 
Thar | may do what others underſtand. 


Let my hearr prafice what my hand ſhall write z 


Till then, lam a Tapor wanting light 


This 


E 224 Hreroglyph. T. 
This golden Precepr, Know thy ſelf, came down 
From Heav'ns high Court : It was an Art unknown 
To tjeſh and blood. The men of Nature took 
Great journies in it : Their dim eyes did look 
But through a miſt, like Pilgrims they did ſpend 
Their idle ſteps, but know no journies end, 

The way to know thy ſelf, is firſt to caſt 

Thy frail beginning, Progrefs, and thy laſt : 
This is the ſum of Man : But now return 

And view this Tapour ſtanding in this Urn. 
Behold her ſubſtance ſordid and impure, 
Liſcleſs and vain, and ( wanting light obſcure : 
Tis bur a (pan at longeſt, nor can laſt 

Beyond that ſpan ; ordain'd and made to waſt : 
Ev'n ſuch was Man ( before his ſoul gave light 
To his vile ſubſtance ) a meer childe of night ; 
Ere he had lite, eſtated in his Urn, 

And markt for death ; by nature, born to burn : 
Thus liveleſs, lightleſs, worthleſs firſt began 
That glorious, that preſumpruons thing call'd Man; 


S, AUGUST; 
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S. AUGUST, 


Conſider, O man,what thou wert before thy birth, and what 
thou art from thy birth to thy death , and what thou ſhalt bs 
after death : Thou wert made of an impure ſabſtance,olothed 
and nouriſhed in thy mathers bloud. 


EPIG. 1 
Forbear, fond Tapour : what thou ſeek'ſt, is fire 2 
Thy own deſtrucion's lodg'd in thy defire. 
Thy wants are far more ſafe then their ſupply : 
He that begins to live, begins ro die, 


b Herioghph. Il. 
GENESIS 1.3. 
And God [ aid,Let there be light ; and there was 


light. | 


, \ 5a | k 
| | 1 har flame expecting Tapour hath at length 
Received fire, and now begins to burn : 
It hath ao. yigoryet, it hath no, ſtrength ; 
Apt to be puft and quencht 4t every turn : 
It was a grgcious hand that thus endow'd 
| This ſnuff: eu flame: But mark this hand forth 


It ſelf from ragrtal eyes,and fold.it ina cloud. (ſhroud 


Thus man, begins to live. An unknown flame 
Quickensf1s iſbrOrganc, now poſlſ 
with. motion 3 -and whick motion doth proclaime 
An attive ſonl, thopgh in afecble breaſt :' 
Byt how, and when inful'd, ask not my pen ; 
Here flies a cloud before the eyes of men : 
1cannox tell.chee how, nor canſt thou tell me when. 


3 


Was ita parcel of Celeſtial fire 
Infus'd by Heav'n into this fleſhly mould : 
Or was it { think you )made a foul entire ? 
Then, Was it new created? Or of old ? 
Or is*t a propagated Spark, rak'd out 
From Natures embers ? while we go abour, 
By reaſon to reſolve,the more we raile a+doubr, 
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4 
If it be part of that cel eſtial Flame, 
It muſt be eve'n as pure, as free from ſpot 
As that eternal Fountain whence it came : 
If pure and ſpotleſs, chen whence came the blot ? 
It ſelf being pure could not ir ſelf defile 3 
Nor hath una&ive matter pow'r to ſoil 
Her pure and aRive form, as Jars corrupt their Oyl, 


— 
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Or if it were created, cell ins when aa > te 
If in the firſt fix dayes, where kept till now ? 
Or if the ſoul were new.cteared, then 
 Heav'n did nor all, at firſt, he had todo: 
Six days expired all.creation ceaſt, — 
All kinds, ev'n from the greateſt ro the leaſt, 
Were finiſht and complete before the day of reſt. 


£ "RO 
But why ſhould Man, the Lord of Creatures, want 
That priviledge which Plants and Beaſts obtain 2 
Beaſts bring forth Beaſts, the Plant a perfe& Plant; 
Andev'ry like brings forch her like again: © 
Shall Fowls and Fiſhes, Beaſts ind Plants convey 
Life to their iſſue,, and Man leſs then they ? 
Shall theſe ger living ſouls? and Man dead lumps of clay ? 


7 
Muſt humane ſouls be generated then? . 
My warer cbs ; behold, a Rock js nigh : 
If Natures work produce the ſoules of men, 
Mans ſoul is morral : All chat's born muſt die. W! 
W har ſhall we then conclude ? What ſun-ſhine will | 5 
Diſperſe this gloomy cloud ? Till then, be ſti!l, 
My vainly ſtriving thovghts; lie down, my puzzl'd quill, 
ISID OB 
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ISIDOR. 
Why doſt thou wonder, O man,at the height of the Stars, oy 
the depth of the Sea ? Enter into thine own ſoul, and wonder 


there. 
Ny ſoul by creation ic infuſed; by infuſion, created, 


» 
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EPIG, 2. | 
What art thou now the better by this flame 2 E: 
Thou know'ſt not how, nor when,nor whence it came : 
Poor kinde of happinſs, that can rerurn 
0 more acount bur this, to ſay, I burn, 
Y 


' me cutgy raptt- 
—_ ET 


PSALM. 103. 16, 


The wind paſſeth oTer it , antli; is 297ey 
O ſooner is this lighted Taper ſet 
- Upon rhe tranfirory ſtage 
| * Ofeye-bedarkning night, 
But it is ſtraight ſubjze&ed to the chrear 
Of envious wirides, whole waſtful'rafe 
Diſturbs her peaceful lighr, C bripkt 
And makes her ſubſtance waſt, and makes her flame Icſs 
2 
No ſooner are we born, no ſooner come 
To take poſſeſſion of this vaſt, 
This ſoul-affiiing earth, 
Put danger meets us/at the ver; womb, - 
And forrow with her full-mourh'd blaſt 
Salures oux painful birth, . 
Topur oar all our joys, and puff our all onr mi.th, 


3 
Nor infant innocence, nor childiih tears, 
Nor youthful wit, nor manly power, 
Nor polirick old age, 
Nor virgins pleading, nor the widows prayers, 
Nor lowly cell, nor lofty tower, ' 
Nor Prince, nor Peer; nor Page 
Can ſcape this common blaſt, or curb her ſtormy rage; 


4 a 
Out life is but a pilgrimage of blaſts; 
And every blaſt brings forth a fear 3 
And eyery fear, a death; 
The more ir lengrhens, ah, themore it waſtes's 
Were, were we to continue here 
The dayes of long liv'd Seth, 
Gur ſorrows would renew, 2s we renew our breath, 
p Y 2 To!\ 
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Toſt too and fro , our frighted thoughts are driv'n A 
With every puff, with every tide Py 
Of ſelf-conſuming care ; 
Our peacefull flame, that would point up to Heav'n, 
Is ftill difturb'd, and turn'd afide 
And every blaſt of air 
Commirs ſuch waſte-in man as man cannot repair. 


I 3 = 
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W' are all born dehters, and we firmly ſtand 
Oblig'd for our firſt parents debt, 
Beſides our intereſt ; 
Alas! we have no harmleſs counter-band, , 
And we are every hour beſet 
With threatnings of arreſt, 
And till we pay the debt we can exp<@ no reſt, 


7 


Whar may this ſorrow-ſhaken life preſent 
To the falſe reliſh of our taſt - 
Thar's worth the name of ſweet ? 
Her minures pleafur's choak* with diſcontent, 
-fler glory foil'd with every. blaſt ; 
How many dangers meet 
Poor man betwixt the biggin andthe winding ſheet ? 


S. AUGUuS 
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S. AUGUST, 
this world, nt to be grieved, not to be aflited, not to be 
danger, is impoſſible, 


- Ibidem 


Behold, the world is full of trouble, yet beloved : What if 
were a pleaſing world.? How wouldft thou delight in her 
ms, that canſt ſo well endure her ftorms, 
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Art thou conſum'd with ſoul-affiifting crofles ? 
Diſturb'd with grief ? annoy'd with wordly lofles ? 
Hold up thy head ; the Tapor liired hie | 
Will. brook the wind, when lower 'Tapors dic. 
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Hieroglyph. IV. 
MATTHEW 9-12, 


The whole nerd not the Phyſitiagn, 


Lwayes pruning, always cropping 2 
- Is her brightneſs ſt! obſcur'd 24 70 


1,5 } Ever dreſſing, ever topping ? 
4'4s Þ ;, Alwayes curing, never cur'd? 
Jin Too much ſuuffmg makes a waſte; _ 
j When the ſpirits ſpend too faſt. ! 2!1? | 
if They will ſhrink at ev'ry blaſt. 
2 


You that alwayes are beſtowing 
Coſtly pains in life repairing, 
Are but alwayes overthrowiny 


Natures work by avercaring': 
Nature meeting with 0 fo, 
In a work ſhe hath todo, 
Takes a pride to oyer-throw; 


3 
Nature knows her own perfettion, 
And her pride diſdains a tutour, 
Cannor ſtoop ro Arts correttign, 
And ſhe ſcorns a co-adjurar, 
Saucy Art ſhould nor appear 
'Till ſhe whiſper in her ear: 
Hagar flees, if Sara bear.” 


Nature worketh far rhe beetu;,* 
If not hindred that ſhe cannor 3 
Arr ſtands by as her abetter, | 
Ending nothing ſhe began nor 
If diſtemper chance to ſeiſe 
Narure foil'd with the difcaſe, 
Art may help her if ſhe pleaſe, 
| | Y 4 But 


236 Hicroghph.1V. 


5 


But to make a trade of trying wer 
Druggs and doſes. alwayes pruning, cami, 
Is to die for fear of dying; | 
He's untun'd, that 's alwaies tuning. 
He that often loves toJack 
Dear-boughr druzgs hath found a knack 
To foyl the man, and feed the Quack, 


6 


© the ſad, the frail condition-.. 
f rhe pride of Natures glory / | 
How infirm his compoſition, .... " IN 
And at beſt how tranfitory ! - LG 
When his ryot doth impair 
Nacures weakneſs, then his care 
Adds more ruine by repair. 


7 


Ho!d thy hand, healths dear maintainer, 
Life perchance may hurn the ſtronger : 
Having ſubſtance to ſuſtain her, 
She untouch'd, may laſt the longer : 
when the Artiſt goes abour, 
To redreſs her flame, Tdoubr, 
Ofrentimes he ſauffs it'our., 


SEMEN 
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NICOCLES. 
| Phiſitians of all men are moſt happy ; what good ſucceſs ſo- 


wer they have, the world proclaimeth, and what faults they 
qmit, the earth covereth. | 


EPIG, 4. 
My purſe being heavy, if my light appear 
But dimm, Nuack comes to make all clear ; 
Luach,, leave thy trade; thy dealings are not right, 
Thou tak'ſt our weighty gold to give us light, 


( Te auxiliante refurgs . 


T1 Wrr b  Fohncit , 


 Breroghph, V... 339 
PSALM. 91, 11. 


| 41d he will grve his Angels. charge over thee? 


LED 


Lai vP / 


abr] yaa; ,—< in this precious ſight? | 


() How mine eyes cloud pleaſe themſelves, and ſpepd 
rnity, to lend 


How I could woo, | : 
' My waſting.day an antidote; for night oe 
And how my, fleſh could with my fleſh Fane. eel 
That views this 6bje& with no more delight?” © cn 
My work is great, my Taper ſpends too faſt - 
*Tis all I have, and ſoon would our or waſte 
Did nor this bleſſed ſcreen proteQt.it from this blaſt, 


73% 


" 2 | 
J 0, Thave loſt thezewel of my ſoul, 
And I muſt ;find. ir our, or I muſt die ? 
Alas ! my fin-made darkneſs doth:cantroul 
The bright endeayour of my careful eye: 
Imuſt go ſearch and ranſacke every. hole; rod 
Nor have I arte light to ſeek it by: . = 
O.if chis Þghr/be ſpent, my work not done, © , _... 
My labour's worſe then loſt ; my jeweTs gone; © © 
And I am quite forlorn, and I am quite undone. 


You bleſſed Angels, you is do enjoy 
The full fruition of eternal glory, 
Will you be pleas'd to fancy ſuch a toy 
As man, and quit your glorious territory, 
And ſtoop fo earth, vouchſafing to employ 
Your care to guard the duft rhat lies before ye ? 
Diſdain you not theſe lumps of dying clay, 
That, for your pains, do oftentimes repay 
Negtect,if not diſdain, and ſend you griey'd away ? 


This 


240 Hierolphb. V. 


4 


Thistapaur of our lives; that once was plac'd- 
* Tn the fair ſuburbs of Eternity, | 
» Is now alas rhe pork ro evr'y blaſt, 
:Andturn'd a Maypole for the ſporting Fh ; 
at; you, ſacred Died pleaſe tocaſt ' 


Your care'0h us, and, lend a graciouseye? 
How had this ſlender inch of Tapour been 
Blaſted and blaz'd; had' not this heavenly Screen 
Curb'd the proud blaft, and'rimely ſtepr' between ! 


5 


O goodneſs, far tranſcending rhe report 
Of laviſh rongues ! too vaſi ro comprehend ! 
Amazed quill, how far doft thou come ſhort 
T' expreſs expreffions thar fo far tranſcend ! 
\You bleſſed Courtiets of th' eternal Cotte, 
Whoſe ful mouth'd Hallelnjahs have 'no end, 
Receive that world of praifes' that belongs 
To your great Sov" reign ; fil your holy rongues 
Wirth our Hoſanna's'mix'd with your Seraphich ſongs. 


} *: Ln , - 
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Hitreghph. Nl 8 


S. BERN. 


If thou deſireſt the help of Angels, fly t he comforts of thd 


world, and reſiſt the temptations of the Devil. 
He will give his Angels charge over thee.O what reverence, 


what love, what confidence deſerveth ſo ſweet a ſaying ? For 
their preſence, reverence ; for their good will, love; for their 
tuition, confidence. | 


EPIG. 5. 
My flame,art thou diſturb'd, difeas'd and drive'n 
To death with ſtorms of grief? Point thou to Heay'n * 
One Angel there ſhall eaſe thee more alone, 
Then thrice as many thouſands of thy own. | 
cm —cm_acn_—_—mcgs 


Hieroglyphi VE. | 334 


ECCLESIASTES 3.r. 


To ever) thing there is an appoixted time. 
Time: 214 08 Death. 
Time [2Ehold the frailry of this/flender ſnuff: 
> alas, it hath'nor longito/ laſt » . 
Without the help of cicher thief or puff, 
Her weakneſs knows the way to'waſt : 
Nature hath made her ſubſtance apr enough 
To ſpend it ſelf, and ſpend too faſt : 
It needs the help of none 


Thar js ſo prone 
_ To laviſh our untouch'd,' and languiſh allalone, 


nb. 3y lin] 
Death.Time,hold'thy peace,and Thake thy flow pac'd ſand; 
Thy idle minues miake to way : | 
Thy glaſs exceeds h&rhow'r,-or elſe doth ſtand, 
I carmot hold, I cannot ſtay. 
Surceaſe thy.pleading; and enlarge'my hand 
I ſorfet with too Jong delay : 
This brisk, this bold-fa&d light - 7 7 
Doth burn too bright 3 
Darkneſs adorns my throne, my day is darkeft night. 


Time, Great Prince of darkneks, hold thy necdlefle hand ; 
Thy captiv's faft and canor flee : 
Whar arm can reſcue ? who can countermand ? 
What-pow'r can ſet thy pris'ner free 3 
Or if they could, what cloſs, whart foreign land 
Can hide that head. that flees from thee ? 
Bur if her harmleſs light 
Offend thy ſight, (ar night? 
What need it thou ſnatch at noon, what will — 
e 


4 


Death. T bave out ſtaid my patience ; my quick trade 
: Growes dull and makes too flow rerurn : 
This long-liv'd debrt is dne, and ſhould been paid 
' .-* When firſt her flame began to burn : 
But have ſtajd to long, I have delaid 
To ſtore my vaſt, my.craving Lirn. 
- My patentgives me pow'r 
| Each day, each hour, (tow'r, 
Toftrike the Peaſants thatch, &ſhake the Princely 


$ 


Time. Thou count'ſt to faſt - thy patent, gives no pow'r 
Till Time ſhall pleaſe to ſay, Amen (hou'r? 
Death:.Canſt thou appoint my ſhafc ? 7ime, Or thou my 
Death. * 'T is I bid, do. Time. 'T is1 bid, When. 
.-* Alas! chon.canſt not make the pooreſt flow'r 
To hang the drooping head «ill then : 
| I ſhafrs.canncither kill, _ 
or ſtrike, until (will 
My power giye them wings, and pleafure arm thy 


S. AUGUST, 


ma, 


Hienglph. VI. 345 - 


S, AUGUST. 


| Thou knoweſt not at what time he will come : wait always 
© I that becauſe thou knowefl not the timgvof his coming, t hou 

.. | nat be prepared againſt the time he cometh. "And for this 
paid jerchance, thou knoweft not the time, becauſe thou mayſt be 


prepared againſt all times. 
V'Is 
ely 
y 
p 
'r? 
y 
ill 
hy 
T, E PIG. 12. 
ExpeR, but fear not death : dearh cannot kil! ; 
Till Time, ( that firſt muſt teal her Parent ) will : 
Would'ſt thou live long ? keep Time in high eſteem ; s 
Whom gone, if thou canſt not recal, redeem, \ 
7 | 
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Heeroglyph. VII: 


"JOB. 18.6; 


347 


His Lght. ſhall be dark ; and his candle ſhall be 


put out, 


V Hart a1ls our tapour 2 Ts her luſtre fled, | 
Or foil d 2 What dire diſaſter bred 
This change, that thus ſhe yails her golden head ?, 
| 2 
ſt was but very now ſhe ſhin'd as fair 
AsVenus ſtar, Her glory might compare 
With Cynthia, burniſh'd with her brothers hair, 


o | 
There was no cave-begotten damp that mought 
Abuſe her beams 3 no wind that went about 
To break her peace ; no puffto put her out, 


5 ll | 
Lift up thy wond”ring thoughts, and thou ſhalt ſpie 
- Acauſe, will clear thy doubts, but cloud thine eye : 
Subjzeas mult vail, when as their Soy'rains by, 


5 | | 
Canſt thou behold bright Phebus,and thy ſight | 
No whit impaird 3 the objet is too bright z 
The weaker yeelds unto the ſtronger light; 

6 


Great God, I am thy Tapour, thou my Sun z 
From thee the Spring of light, my light begun; 
Yer if chy light but ſhine, my light is done. 


7 | 
It thou withdraw thy light, my light will ſhine, 
It thine appear, how poor alight is mine 2 
My light 18 darkneſs if compar'd to thine, 
E 2 


Thy 


248 Hieroghph. VII, 
$ | 

Thy San-beames ate too ſtrong for my weak eye; 

If thou but ſhine, how nothing Lord am TI! | 

Ah, who can ſee thy viſage, and not die! *® 


7 
_- Af intervening earth ſhould make a night, 


- My wanton flame would then ſhine forth too bright; 


My earth would even preſume r' eclipſe thy light, 


10 
And if thy light be ſhadow'd, and mine fade, 
If thine be dark, and my dark light decay'd, 
I ſhould be clothed with a donble ſhade. 


II 
What ſhall I do ? O what ſhall I defire? 
What help can my diſtra&ed thoughts require, 
That thus am waſting 'twixt a double fire ? 

| I2 
In what a ſtraight, in what a ftraightam I ? 


*Fwixt two extremes how my rack'd fortunes lie ? 


See I thy face, or ſee it not, I die, 
13 
O.let the ſtream of my Redeemers blood 
That breaths from my fick ſoul; be made a cloud, 
To interpoſe theſe lights, and be my ſhroud, 


14 
Lord, what am I ? Or what's the light I have 2 
May it bur light my aſhes to their grave, 
And ſo from thence, to thee ; 'r is all I crave, 


R I $ , 

O make my light, that all the world may ſce 
Thy glory by 't : If not, It ſeems rome 
Honour cnough, to be pur out by rhee. 


0 light 


light 


the warld may behold thy glory. 


EPIG. 7. 


Wilt thou complain, becaute thon. art bereav'n 

Of all thy light ? wilt thou vie lights with Fleave'n? 
Canthy bright eye not brook the daily light ? 

Take heed ; I fear thou art a childe of night, 


Z 3 


Hieroglyph, VII. 349 


0light inacceſfible, in reſpe# of which my light 1s utter 
rbneſs; ſo refle# upon my weabneſs, that the world may 
wid thy flrength : 0 Majeſty incomprehenſible, in reſpe# of 
. $iich my glory is mere ſhame : ſo ſhine upon my miſery thas 


\ Hieroghph. V I II. 351 
: ' MATTHEW 5.16, 


| Let your light ſo ſbine, that men ſeeng your good 
works may glorifie your Father which 1s in 


Heaven, 


—— 


I 
V As it for this the breath of Heav'n was blown 
Into the noſtrils of this Heavenly ,creature? 
was it for this, that {acred Three in One 
Conſpir'd to make this quinteſſence of Nature ? 
Did Heavenly providence intend 
$ rare a fabrick for ſo poor an end? 
2 
Was man, the higheſt maſter-piece of Nature, 
The curious abſtra&t of the whole Creation, 
Whoſe ſoul was copied from his great Creatour, 
; Made to give light, and ſet for obſervation, 
Ordain'd for this ? ro ſpend his light 
in a dark-lanthorn cloyſt'red up in night ? 


—— 1 8. 1.2L! UN, us 


[ 


Tell me recluſe Monaſtick, LA ir be 
A diſadvantage to thy beams to ſhine ? 
A thouſand __ may gain light from thee : 
| Is thy light leſs or worſe for lighting mine ? 
If wanting light, I ſtumble ſhall 
| Thy darkneſs not be guilty of my fall? 


Why doſt thou Turk ſo cloſe Is it for fear 

Some bufy cye ſhould pry into: thy tlame, 

And (pie a thief, or elſe tome blemiſh there ? 

Or being ſpy'd, ſhrink'ſt thou thy head for ſhame ? 
Come, come fond tapour , ſhine bur clear, 

Thoy need'ſ not ſhrink for ſhame, nor ſhrowd for fear. 

T 4 Remember 


UMI 


352 Hierogliph. VIIT, 


5 


Remember, O remember, thou wert ſet 
For men to ſee the gteat Creator by z 
"Thy flame is not thy own : It'is a debr 
Thou ow'ſt thy Maker. And wilt thou deny 
To pay the int'reſt of thy light : 
Ang 5kulk in corners, and play leaſt in fight ? 


6 


Art thou afraid to'truſt thy eaſy flame. 
To the injurious waſt of Fortunas-puff ? 
Ah, coward, rouze ; and quit thy ſelt for ſhame 3 
Who dies in ſervice, hath liv'd long enough : 
Who ſhines,and makes no eye partaker, 
{[ſurps himſelf, and cloſely robs his Maker, ' 
\ 
' [ 
Make not thy ſelf a Pris'ner, that art fres : 
_ Why doft thon turn thy Palace to a Jail ? 
Thou art an Eagle : And befits it thee 
. To live immured like a cloyſter'd Snail ? 
Let royes ſeek corners ; things of, coſt 
Gain worth by view : hid jewels are but (oſt, 


8 


| My God, my light'is dark enough at lighteſt, 
©  Encreale her tlame, give her ſtrength to ſhine : 
>» *Tis frail ar beſt : *ris dimm enough at brighteſt, 
Bur 't 15 her glory to be foil'd by thine. 

s Ler others lurk : My light ſhall be 
. Propor'd to all men, and by them to thee, 


S.BERN, 


ne 
ne 


A . » »# i. 


x 


Hizroglyph, VIII. 353 


S. BERM,. 
If tho be one of the fooliſh virgins, the congregation is 
neceſſary for thee 3 if thou be one of the wiſe virgins, thou art 
neceſſary for the congregation. 


HUGO, 
Monaſtich make Cloyfters to incloſe the outward man : 0 
would to God they would do the like to reftrain the inward 
man, 


EPIG. 8. 


Afraid of eyes 2 whar, ftill play leaſt in fight : 
'Tis much to be preſum'd all 15 nor right : 
Too-cloſe endeavours bring forth dark events : 
Come forth, Monaſtick ; here 's no Parliaments» 


H teroghph, IX. 
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Hieroglyph, IX; 2359 
JOB 14.2. 


| He cometh forth like a flower and ts cut down, 
2 | 


Behold 
How ſhort a ſpan, 
Was long enough, of old, 
To meaſure out the life of man! 
In thoſe well temper'd dayes his time was then 
Survey'd, caft np,and faund bur thre eſcore years and tel: 


Alas | 
And what is that? 
They come, and ſlide, and pafs,- 
Before my pen can tell rhee what, 
The poſts of time are ſwifr, which having run 
Their ſeay'n ſhort ſtages 'ore,their ſhort-liv'd task is done 


3 
Our days 
Begun we lend 
To ſleep, to antick playes 
And toyes, until the firſt ſtage end, 
T2. waining moons , twice g. times told we give | 
To unrecover'd: loſs : We rather breath then live. 


4 
We ſpend 
A ten years breath, 
Before we apprehend 
What 't is to live, or fear a death : 
Our childiſh dreams are fill'd withpainted joyes, | 
Which pleaſe our ſenſe a while,& waking, proys but royes:. © 
How 


256" : Hierighph, IX; 


5 


How vain. 
How wretched is 
Poor man, that dorh remain 
A ſlave to ſucha State as this 
His days are ſhort, at longeſt ; few, armoſt ; 
" They are but bad, at beſt ; yet laviſh'd our, or loſt; 


6 


They be 
The ſecrer ſprings 
That make our minutes flee 
On wheels more {wift then Eagles wings : 
Ou life *sa Clock, and. every. gaſp of breath 
Breaths forth a warning grief,till 77me ſhall ſtrike a death. 


7 


How ſoon 
Our new-born light 
Attains to full-ag'd noon / 
And this, how ſoon to gray-hair'd night ! 
We ſpring, we bud, we bloſſom , and we blaſt 
E'r we can count our dayes ; our dayes they flee fo faſt, 


2 "W 


They end 
When ſcarce begun 3 
And e'r we apprehend 
That we beginto live, our life is done : 
4 Man, count thy:dayes 3 and if they flie roo faſt 
- (For thy dull thoughts ro count, count eyery day thy _ 
4 | ar 


LINMI 


H jeroghph. IX, 3 57 


Ony infancy us conſumed in eating and ſleeping; in all which 
time what differ we from beaſts, but by a poſſibility of reaſon 
and a neceſſity of ſin ? 

0 miſery of mankinde, in whom ns ſooner the Image of God 
appeareth inthe af} of his Reaſon, but the Devil blurs it in 
the rY of his will ! 


d 


EPIG. 9. 
To the decrepit 11:11. 


Thus was the firſt ſeventh part of thy few dayes 
Conſum'd in ſleep, in food, in toyiſh playes : 
Know'ſt thou what rears thine eyes imparted then ? 
Review thy lols, and weep them or'e agin, 
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Hieroghph, X, 359 


j OB 2c. 11: 
His bones are full of the ſins of his youths 


He ſwifr-foot Poſt of Time hath now begutd 
| His ſecond ſtage ; 
T he dawning of our age 
Is loſt and ſpent without a Sun 
The lighr of reaſon did nor yet appear 
Within th* Horizon of this Hemiſphere, 


2 
The infant Will had yet none other guide 
But twilight Senſe; 
* And whatis gain'd from thence 
But doubtful ſteps, that tread afide ? 
Reaſon now draws her curtains 3 her clos'd eyes 
Pegin to open, and ſhe calls toriſe, | 


3 | 
Youths now diſclofing bud peeps out, and ſhews 
Her April head z | 
And from her graſſe.green bed, 
He virgin Primroſe early blows ; 
Whilſt waking Phzhmel prepares to fing 
Her warbling ſonetsto the wanton ſpring. 


4 | 
His ſtage is pleaſant, and the way ſeems ſhort, 
All ftrow'd with flowers 
The dayes appear bitt hours, 
Being ſpent in time beguiling ſport. | 
Here gtiefs do neither preſs, nor doubrs perplex 5 
Here's neither fear to curb,no Care to VERs 


” 


| 260 Hieroghph. X, 
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His downy cheek grows proud, and nofWiſdains 
: - The tutors hand 3 Fa 
He glories ro command 
The proud neckt ſteed with prouder reins : 
The ſtrong breath'd horn muſt now ſalute his car 
With the glad downfall of the falling Dear. 


6 


His quick-nos'd, army; with their deep- mouth'd ſounds, 
Muſt now prepare 
To chaſe the tim'rous Hare 
About his yet unmorgag'd grounds 3 - 
The il he hares, is counel and delay, py 
And fears no miſchief -but a rainy day, y 


, 7 


The the thought he takes, is how to take no thoughr 
. Forbale or bliſs : 
And late Repentance is | 
The aſt dear pen'worth that he bought : 
He is a dainty morning, and he may, 
If luſt orecaſt him n6r, þ' as fair a day. 


Proud bloſſome, uſe thy Time ; Times head-ſtrong horſe, 
Will poſt away. 
Truſt not the foll'wing day, 
For ev'ry day brings forth a worſe : 
Take time art beſt : believ't, thy days will fall 
\.; From good to bad ; from bad, ro worlt all. 
| : S. AMBRO® 
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Hieroghph. X. 36r 


S. AMBROS. | 
Humility is a rare thing in a young man,therefore to be ad*+ 
red : when youth is vigorous, when ſtrength is firm, when 


is hot, when cares are ſtrangers, when mirth is free,then 
de ſwelleth, and humility is deſpiſed. 


ls, 


e, EPIG. 10. : $ 
Tothe old man, ""_ 


Thy years are newly gray, his newly green 5 

His yourh may live ro (ee whar thine hath ſeen: 

Heis chy Parallel : his preſenr ſtage 

And thine are the ewo Tropicks of mans age. 
AA 
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Hiroglyph. Xl 
ECCLESIASTES, 11.9. 


Rejo Ce O J0un? man y and let th) heart cheer © 
thee, but know, &c. 


Ow flux ! howalterable is. the dare - 
Of rrarifitory things ! | 
How hurry'd on the tlipping wings | 
Of Time, and driv'h upon the wheels of Fite / 
How one condition brings 
The leading Prologue to another ſtate ! 
No tranfitory things can laſt : 
Change waites on Time, and Time is page with haſt 3 
Time preſerit's but the ruines of Time palt. 


2 
Behold how Change hath inch'd away thy Span, 
And how thy light dorh burn 
Nearer and nearer to thy Urn : | 
For this dear waſte what ſarisfa&ion can 
Injurious Time return 
Thy ſhbrrned dayes, bur this, the ſiyle of Man? 
, And what's a man ? a cask of care, 
New tunn'd and working 3 he's a middle ſtair 
'Twixt birth and death ; a blaſt of full-ag'd air, 


His breaſt is tinder, apt to entertain 
The ſparks of Cupids fire, : 
Whoſe new- blown tlames muſt now enquire 
A wanton julep out, whith may reſtrain 
The rage of his defire, 
Whoſe painful pleaſure is but pleafing pain z 
His life's a ſickneſs that doth riſe 
From a hot liver, Whilſt his paſſion lies 
ExpeCting cordials from his miſtrils eyes, 
Al 2 


fag 


Hieroglph, Xl. 
4 


Hishſtage is ſtrow'd with thorns, and deck'd wit flowers; h 
His year ſometimes, appears 
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A minute-z and his minutes, years : - 
His dqubrful weather's ſun-ſhine mixt with ſhowers z = 
His rraffique, Hopes and Fears ; of a 


His life's a medley, made of Sweets and Sowrs ; 
His pains reward is Smiles and Pouts ; 

His diet is fair language mixt with Flouts ; 

He is a No-thing, all compos'd of Doubts. 


5 


Do, waſtethy inch, proud Span of living earth, 
Conſume thy golden days 
In ſlaviſh freedom 3; let thy ways 
Take beſt advantage of thy frolick mirth ; 
Thy ſtock of Time decayes, 
And laviſh plenty ſtill fore-runs a dearth : 
The bird that's flown may turn ar laft ; 
- And painful labour may repair a waſt ; 
Bur pains nor price can call thy minutes paſt, 


Hieroghph. X 1. 


SEN, 


ers; | Exper great joy when thou ſhalt lay down the mind of 4 
child, and deſerve the ftyle of a wiſe man ; for at thoſe years 
childho0d is paſt, but oftentimes childiſhneſs remaineth, and 
what is worſe, thou haft the autharity of a man, but the vices 
of a childe. 


365 


EPIG. 11. 
To the declinin g m4n, 


Why ſtand'ſt thou diſconrented ? Is not he b 
As equall diſtant from the top as thee ? 

What then may cauſe thy diſcontenred frown ? 

He's mounting up the hill 3 thou plodding down. 
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DEUTERONOMIE 323. 25, 


As thy dazes, fo ſhall thy frength te. 


The Poſt 
Of ſwifr-foot Time 
Hath now at length begun 
The Ralends of our midle ſtage : 
The number'd ſteps that we have gone, do ſhow 
The number of thoſe ſteps -we are to go: 
The buds and bloſſomes of qur age 
Are blown,decay'd,and gone, 
_  Andall ourprime 
Is loſt ; 
And what we boaſt too much,we have leaft cauſe to boaſt. 


Ahme! 
There is no reſt 5 
Oyr Time is always fleeing. 

What rein can curb our head-ſtrong hours 
They poſt away : They paſs we know not how : 
Our Now is gone, before we can ſay Now ; 

Time paſt and fyture's none of oury : 
' That hath as yer nq beingz _ 
 Andthis hath ceaft . 
To be: | 
What is, is only ours : How ſhorta Time have we / 


Aag And 
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Hi erogl wh. XII. 


And now 
Apollos car, 
Expe&s harmonious ſtrains, 

New minted from the Thracian Lyre ; 
For now the virtue of the twi-fork'd Hill 
Inſpires the raviſh'd fancy , and doth fill 

The veins with Pegaſean fire : 
And now thoſe ſteril brains 
That cannor ſhow, 
Nor bear 
Some fruits, ſhall never wear Apolho's ſacred Bow. 


Exceſs 
And ſurfeir uſes 
To wait upon theſe days; 
Fullfeed, and flowing cups of wine 
Conjure the fancy, forcing up a ſp'rit 
By the caſe Magick of debauch'd delight 3 
Ah pitty, twice-born Baccus Vine © 
Should ſtarve Apollo's Bayes, 
And droyn thoſe Muſes 
Thar bleſs 


And calm the peaceful ſoul, when ſtormy of cares oppreſs. 


Strong light 
' Boaft not thoſe beams 
That can bur 'ohly riſe 
And'blaze a while, and then away : 
There is no Solſtice, jn thy day; 
Thy midnighr glory hes 
Petwixt th' extremes 
Of night, 


& glory fpil'd with ſhame, and fool'd with falſe delight, 
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Haſt 
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Herioghph. XII. 369 


Haſt thou climbed up to the full age of thy few dayes? Look 
backwards and thou ſhalt ſee the frailry of thy youth; the folh 
of thy childhood, and the waſte of thy Infancy: Look forwards, 
thou or ſee the cares of the World, the troubles of thy mind, 
the diſeaſes of thy body. 


EPTG. 1:2. 
T1 the middle-aged. 


Thou that art prancing on the luſty No 

Ot thy full age, boaft nor thy ſelf roo ſoon: 
Convert that breath ro wail thy fickle ſtate ; 
Take heed ; thou'lt bragtoo ſoon, or hoaſt too late. 


Hicroghph. XII 371 
JOHN 3. 38. 


He muſt encreaſe, but 1 muſt decreaſe. 


'T"Ime voids the table, dinner's done 
And now our daies declining Sun 

Rath hurried his diurnal load 

To th' borders of the Weſtern road; 

Fierce Phlegon, with his fellow ſteeds, 

Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds, 

And Foths and fumes, remembring ſtill 

Their laſhes up th Olympick hill, 

Which having conquer'd, now diſdain 

' {| The whip, and champ the frothy rein, 

| And with a full cqrier they bend 

Their paces to their journeys end z 

Our blazing Tapor now hath loſt 

Her better half, Nature hath croſt 

| Her forenoon book, and clear'd that ſcore, 

But ſcarce gives truſt for ſo much more : 

And now the generous ſap forſakes 

Her ſeir-grown twig : a breath ev'n ſhakes 

The down-ripe fruit; fruit ſoon divorc'd 

From her dcar branch, untoucht, unforc'd, 

Now Sanguin Venus doth begin 

To draw her wanton colours in, 

| | And flees neglefed in diſgrace, 

| | Whilſt Mars ſupplies her luke warm place: 

RBloyd turn to choler : what this age 

Loſes in ſtrength it findes in rage : 

That rich enname!, which of old, 

Damask'd the downy cheek,and told, 


372 Hieroghph XIII. 


A harmleſs guilt, unask'd, is new 
Worn off from the audacious brow ; 
Luxurious dalliance, midnight revels, 
Looſe riot, and thoſe venial evils 
Which inconfiderate yourh of late 
Could plead, now want an Advocate : 


* And what appear'd in former times 


Whiſp'ring as faults, now roar as crimes; 
And now all ye whoſe lips were wont 

To drench their Coral in the font 

Of fork'd Parnaſſus ;. you that be 

The ſons of Phebus, and can flee 

On wings of fancy to diſplay 

The Flagg of high invention, ſtay, 

Repoſe your quills z your veins grow ſower, 
Temprt not your Sale heyond her power : 
* If your pall'd fancies but decline, 

Cenſure will ſtrike ar every line 

And wound your names, the popular ear . 
Weighs what you are not what you were, 
Thus hackney-like, we tire our age, 
Spur-gall'd with change from ſtage to ſtage, 


Seefl 


Heruglhph. X III. 373 


Seeft thou the daily light of the greater World ? when at- 
tained to the higheſt pitch of Meridian glory, it ftayerh nor, 
but by the ſame degrees, it aſcended,it deſcetideth. And is the 
light of tha leſſer World more permanent ? Continuance is the 
childe of Eternity, not of Time, 


EPIG. 13: 
To the youno man, 


of Young man, rejoyce ; and let thy rifing days 
| Cheer thy glad heart : think'ſt thou theſe wphil ways 
Lead to deaths dungeon ?no ; but know withal, 


{ 
Ariſing is but Prologue to a fall, | 


Himtoglyph. XIV. 375 
TORN. 12. 35, 
Yet alittlewhile is the light with you, 


I 


He day grows old, the low-pitcht iamp hath made 
No lef: then treble ſhade, 
And the deſcending damp doth now prepare 
T' uncurl bright Titans hair 3 _ : 
Whoſe Weſtern wardrobe now begins t' unfold 
Her purples, fring'd with gold, 
To cloath his evening glory, when th' alarms 
Of reſt ſhall call ro reſt in reſtles Thetrs arms, 


2 


Nature now calls to ſupper, tO refreſh 
The ſpirits. of all fleſh ; 

The toyling plowman drives his thirſty teams, 
To taſte the ſlipp'ry ſtreams : 

The droyling ſwine- herd knocks away, and feaſts 
His hungrie whining gueſts : 

The boxbil Ouzle,and the dapled Thruſh 

Like hungry rivals meet at their beloved buſh, 


3 


and now the cold Autumnal dews are ſeen 
To copweb every green 
And by the low-ſhorn Rowins doth appear 
,, The faſt-declining year : 
The ſapleſs branches doft their ſummer ſuits 
and wain their winter fruits; 
And ſtormy blaſts have forc'd the quaking trees 
To wrap their trembling limbs in ſuites of moſly freez. 


LIMI 
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4. 


Our waſted Taper now hath brought her lighr 
To the next door to night 3 
Hes ſprightleſs flame grown great with ſnuff, doth turn 
Sad as her neighb'ring Urn : 
Her flender inch, thar yec unſpent remains, 
Lights but to furcher pains, 
Afidin a filent language bids her gueſt 
Prepare his weary limbs co take Eternal reſt, 


s 


Now carkful age hath pirch'd her painful plough 
Upon the furrow'd brow 3; 
'And nowy blaſts of diſcontenred care 
'Have blanc'hd rhe falling hair : 
Suſpicious envy mixt with jealous ſpighr 
- Diſturb's his weary night : 
He threatens youth with age; and now alas, 
He owns not what he is , but yvaunts the man he was, 


6 


Gray-haires, peruſe thy dayes, and ler thy paſt 
ReadLecuresto thy laſt : 
Thoſe haſty wings that hurri'd them away 
_ Will give. theſe days no day: 
The conſtant wheels of Nature ſcorn to trie 
Unril her works expire : 
That blaſt that nipr chy yourh, will ruin thee 3 


That hand that ſhook che branch will quickly ſtrik the tree Ly 
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Hieroghph, XIV. © 377 


S. CHRYS. 


Gray haires are honourable, when the behaviour faite with 
hairs : But when an ancient man hath childiſh manners, - 
becommeth more ridiculous then a childe. 


SEN. 
Thou art in vain attained to old years,that repeateft thy 
ulneſs. 
EPIG. 14. ' 
To the Youth, | 


eſt thou this good old man ? he repreſents 

I Future, thou his Preterperfet? m_ 

lou goeſt to labour, he prepares to reſt : 

du break'ſt thy faſt, he ſups : _ which is beſt # 
. 


Herioghph, XV. 


Herioghph. NV. 379 
aL 9O, IO, 


he dayes of our years « ve threeſcore yeares 
and ten, 


70 have I ſeen th' illuſtrious Prince of Light 
Rifing in glory from his Crocean bed, 

nd rrampling down the horrid ſhades of nighr, 

drancing more and more his conqu'ring head, 

Panie arſt, decline, at length begin to ſhroud 
His fainting brows within a cole-black cloud. 


2 
have I ſeen a well-builr Caſtle ſtand 
(pon the cip-roes of a loity hill, 
hoſe ative pow'r commands both ſea and Jand, 
nd curbs che pride of the bcleag'rers will : 
At length her ag'd foundation fails her truſt, 
And layes her toct'ring ruins in the duſt. 


0 have I ſeen the blazing Tapony ſhoot 
er golden head into rhe feeble air, 

Vhoſe ſhadow-gilding ray ſpread round abour, 
lakes the foul face of black-brow'd darkneſs fair ; 
Till art the length her waſting glory fades, 

And leaves the night to her inver'rare ſhades, 


4 
Ev'n fo this little world of living Clay, 
The pride of Nature, glorified by Art, 
Whom earth adores and all hir hoſtes obey, 
allyd' ro Heav'n by his Diviner part, | 


Triumphs a while, then droops, and then decayes 


And worn by age, death cancels all his days, 
Bb2 | Thar 
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_— 


5 


Thar glorious Sn, that whilom ſhone (o bright, 
Is now ey'n raviſh'd from our darkned eyes: 
Thar ſturdy Caftle, mann'd with ſo much might, 
Lies now a Mon'ment of their own diſpuiſe : 
That blazing Tapoxr, thar diſdain'd the puff 
Of troubled Ajr, ſcarce owns the name of ſnuff 


6 


Poor hed-rid Man ! where is that glory now, 

Thy Youth ſo vaunted ; where that Majeſty 

Which ſat enthron'd upon thy manly brow ? 

Where, where that braving arm? thar daringeye ? 
Thoſe buxom tunes 2? thoſe Bacchanalian tones ? 
Thoſe ſwelling veins ? thoſe marrow-tlaming bones 


7 


Thy drooping glory's blurd, and proſtrate lies 
Grov'ling duſt; and frighrful horrour, now, 
Sharpens the glaunces of thy gaſhful eyes, 
Whilſt fear perplexes thy diſtratted brow : 
Thy panting breaſt vents all her brearh by groan, 
And death enerves thy marrow-waſted bones, = 


Thus Man that's born of woman can remain 

ur a ſhort time : his dayes are full of forrow ; 
His life's a penance, and his deaths a pain, 

Springs like a flow'r ro day, and fades to morrow ? 
* His breath's a bubble; and his dayes a ſpan : 


'Tis gloricus miſery to be borna Man. 
Ml CYPI 
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CYPR, 


PVhen eyes are dim, ears deaf, viſage pale, teeth decayed, 
sbin withered, breath tainted, pipes furred,hnees trembling, 
bands fumbling, feet failing,the ſudden downfal of thy fleſbly 


houſe 1s near at hand. 


S, AUGUST. 
AN vices waz old by age : covetouſneſs alone groweth young, 


ney 


EPIG. 15: 
To the infants 


What he doth ſpend in groans, thon ſpend'ſt in tears 7 
Judgment and ſtrengrh's a likein both your years; - 
He's helples ; ſo art rhou 3 what difference then 3 

He's an old Infant 3 thou, a young old Man. 


FINIS. 


